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MY LORD, 
A Young Poet is liable to the ſame 


vanity and indiſcretion with a 
young Lover ; and the great man who 
{miles upon one, and a fine woman. 
who looks kindly upon t' other, are 
both of 'em in danger of having the 


favour publiſh'd with the firft oppor- 
tunity, 


THE DEDICATION. 


But there may be a different mo- 


tive, which will a little diſtinguiſh the 
offenders. For tho' one ſhou'd have 


a vanity in ruining another's reputa- | 


tion, yet the other may only have an 
ambition to advance his own. And 
I beg leave, my Lord, that I may 
plead the latter, both as the cauſe and 
excuſe of this dedication. 


W hoever is king, is alſo the fa- | 


ther of his country; and as no bo- 
dy can diſpute your Lordſhip's mo- 
narchy in Poetry; ſo all that are 
concern'd, ought to acknowledge 
your univerſal patronage: and it is 
only preſuming on the privilege of a 
loyal ſubject, that I have ventur'd to 
make this my addreſs of thanks, to 
your Lordſhip ; which at the ſame 
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time includes a prayer for your pro- 
tection. 

I am not ignorant of the common 
form of poetical dedications, which 
are generally made up of panegyrics, 
where the authors endeavour to diſ- 
tinguiſh their patrons, by the ſhining 
characters they give them, above o- 
ther men. But that, my Lord, is not 
my buſineſs at this time, nor is your 


Lordſhip now to be diſtinguiſh'd. I 


am contented with the honour I do 
myſelf in this epiſtle ; without the 
vanity of attempting to add to, or ex- 
plain your Lordſhip's character. 

I confeſs it is not without ſome 
ſtrugling, that I behave myſelf in this 
caſe, as I ought: for it is very hard to 
be pleaſed with a ſubject, and yet for- 
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bear it. But I chuſe rather to follow 
PLiny's precept, than his example, 
when in his panegyric to the Empe- 
ror TRAIAN, he ſays, 
Nec minus conſiderabo quid aures 
* cjus pati poſlint, 

Quam quid virtutibus debeatur. 

I hope I may be excus'd the pe- 
dantry of a quotation, when it is fo 
juſtly apply'd. Here are ſome lines 
in the print, (and which your Lord- 
{hip read before this play was ated) 
that were omitted on the ſtage; and 
particularly one whole ſcene in the 
third act, which not only helps the 
deſign forward with leſs precipitation, 
but alſo heightens the ridiculous cha- 
racterof FOR ES HGH r, which indeed 
ſcems to be maim'd without it. But I 
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found myſelf in great danger of a long 
play, and was glad to help it where I 
could. TI ho' notwithitanding my 
care, and the kind reception it had 
from the town; I could heartily wiſh 
it yet ſhorter: but the number of dif- 
ferent characters repreſented in it, 
would have been too much crowded 
in leſs room. 

11 his reflection on prolixity, (a 
fault, for which ſcarce any one beau- 
ty willattone) warns me not to be te- 
dious now, and detain your Lordſhip 
any longer with the trifles of, 


My LoRD, 
Your Lok DSHP's 
Moſt Obedient and 
Moſt Humble Servant, 
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Spoken at the opening of the NRW- Hovsx, 


By Mr. BETTERTON. 


7 1 * E husbandman in vain renews his toll, 
To cultivate each year a hungry foul ; 

And fondly hopes for rich and generous fruit, 

ben what ſhould feed the tree, devours the root: 

Th unladen boughs, he ſees, bode certain dearth, 

Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly earth. 

So, the poor husbands of the ſtage, who found 

Their labours loſt upon ungrateful ground, 

This laſt and only remedy have prov'd ; 

And hope new fruit from ancient ſtocks remov'd. 

Well may they hope, when you fo kindly aid, 

Well plant a ſoil which you ſo rich have made. 

As nature gave the world to man's firſt age, 

So from your bounty, we receive this ſtage ; 

The freedom man was born to, yon ve reſtor'd, 

And to our world, ſuch plenty you afford, 

Tt ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 

But ſince in Paradiſe frail fleſh gave way, 

And when but two were made, both went aſtray ; 

Forvear your wonder, and the fault forgive, 

F in our larger family we grieve, 

One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve, 

Te who remain, would gratefully repay, 

What our endeavours can, and bring this day 


The firſt. fruit offering of a virgin play. 


PROLOGUE. 
We hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each taſte, 
And tho) of homely fare we make the feaſt, 
Tet you will find variety at leaſt, 
There's humour, which for chearful friends we got, 
And for the thinking party there's a plot. 
We've ſomething too, to gratify ill nature, 
(If there be any bere) and that is ſatire. 
Tho” ſatire ſcarce dare grin, tis grown ſo mila, 
Or only ſhews its teeth, as if it ſnil'd. 
As aſſes thiſtles, poets mumble wit, 
And dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 
They hold their pens, as ſwords are held by fools, 
And are afraid to uſe their own edge- tools. 
Since the Plain- Dealer's feenes of manly rage, 
Not one has dar'd to laſh this crying age. 
This time, the poet owns the bold eſſay, 
Yet hopes there's no ill-manners in bis play 
And he declares by me, he has deſign'd 
Afront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his mind. 
And ſpou'd th enſuing ſcenes not chance to hit, 
He offers but this one excuſe, twas writ 
Before your late encouragement of wit. 
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Dramatis Perſonac. 


MEN. 
Sir Sampſon Legend, father to Valentine 
and Ben. } Mr. Underhill. 


Valentine, fallen under his father's diſ- 
pleaſure by his expenſive way of i. $4 Betterton, 
ving, in love with Angelica. 
Scandal, his friend, a free ſpeaker, Mr. Smith. 
Tattle, a half-witted beau, vain of his 
amours, yet valuing himſclf for ſe Pa Bowman. 
creſy. 
Ben, Sir Sampſon's younger ſon, half 
home-bred, and half ſea. bred, de T5 Dagget. 
ſign'd to marry Miſs Pruc. 
Foreſight, an illiterate old fellow, pee- 
viſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious, and 
pretending to underſtand aſtrology, £ Sanford 
palmiſtry, phiſiognomy, omens, 
dreams, &c. uncle to Angelica, 


Jeremy, ſervant to Valentine. Mr. Bowen. 

Trapland, a ſcrivener. Mr. Triff/is. 

Buckrum, a lawyer, Mr. Freeman. 
WOMEN. 


Angelica, neice to Foreſight, of a conſi- 
derable fortune in her own hands. 
Mrs. Foreſight. ſecond wife to Foreſight. Mrs. Bowman, 
Mrs. Frail, ſiſter to Mrs. Foreſight, a 

woman of the town. 

Miſs Prue, daughter to Foreſight by a) 
former wife, a filly aukward coun- Mrs. Ayliff. 
try girl, 

Nurſe to Miſs. Mrs. Leigh. 

Jenny. | Mrs. Lawſon, 

A Seward Officers, Sailors, and ſeveral- Servants, 


The SCENE in LoN DON. 


Mrs. Barry, 


} Mrs. Bracegirdle, 


LOVE FoR LOVE 


A T. I. SCENE I. 


VALENTINE in his chamber reading. 
JexeMY waiting, 


Several books upon the table. 


VALENTINE. 


E REM. 
Jer. Sir. 

Val. Here, take away; Il! wat a turn, and digeſt what 
T have read 

Fer. You'll grow deviliſh fat upon this paper diet. 

{ Aſide, and taking away the books. 

Val. And d'ye hear, go you to breakfaſt——— There's 
a page doubled down in Epictetus, that is a feaſt for an 
Emperor. 

Fer. Was EpiQtetus a real cook, or did he only write 
receipts. 4 

Val. Read, read, ſirrah, and refine your appetite; learn 
to live upon inſtruction; feaſt your mind, and mortify 
your fleſh; read, and take your nouriſhment in at your 
eyes ; ſhut up your mouth, and chew the cud of under- 
ſtanding. $0 Epiftetus adviſes. 

Fer. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I wai- 
ted upon a gentleman at Cambridge : pray what was that 
Epictetus? 

Val. A very rich man Not worth a groat. 
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Fer. Humph, and ſo he has made a very fine feaſts 
where there is nothing to be eaten. 

Val. Yes. 

Jer. Sir, you're a gentleman, and probably underſtand 
this fine feeding : But if you pleaſe, I had rather be at 
board-wages. Does your Epittetus, or your Seneca here, 
or any of thete poor rich rogues, teach you how to pay 
your debts without money ? will they thut up the mouths 
of your creditors? will Plato be bail for you? or Dioge- 
ncs, becauſe he underſtands confinement, and liv'd ina 
tub, go to priſon for you? *Slife, Sir, what do you mean, 
to mew yourſelf up here with three or four muſty books, 
in commendation of ſtarving and poverty? 

Val. Why, ſirrah, I have no maney, you know it; and 
therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: and in that 1 
but follow the examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt men 
whom you naturally hate, for juſt ſuch another reaſon ; 
becauſe they abound in ſenſe, and you are a fool. 

Fer. Ay, Sir, Lam a fool, I know it : and yet, heav'n 
help me, I'm poor enough to be a wit—— But I was al- 
ways a fool, when I told you what your expences would 
bring you to; your coaches and your liveries; your treats 
and your balls; your being in love with a lady, that did 
not care a farihing for you in your proſperity ; and keep- 
ing company with wits, that car'd for nothing but your 
proſperity ; and now when you are poor, hate you as 
much as they do one another. 

Val. Well; and now I am poor, I havean opportunity to 
be reveng'd on them all; I'll purſue Angelica with more 
love than ever, and appear more notoriouſly her admirer 
in this reſtraint, than when I openly rival'd the rich fops, 
that made court to her; ſo ſhall my poverty be a morti- 
fication to her pride, and perhaps make her compaſſionate 
the love, which has principally reduc'd me to this lowneſs 
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of fortune. And for the wits, I'm ſure I am in a condi- 
tion to be even with them ——— 

Fer. Nay, your condition is pretty even with theirs, 
that's the truth on't. 

Val. I'll take ſome of their trade out of their hands. 

Fer. Now heav'n of mercy continue the tax upon pa- 
per ; you don't mean to write ! 

Val. Yes, I do; Vl write a play. 

Jer. Hem !- Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
certificate of three lines only to certific thoſe whom 
it may concern; That the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by 
name, has for the ſpace of ſeven years truly and faithfully 
ſerv'd Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not now 
turn'd away for any miſdemeanour; but does voluntarily 
diſmiſs his maſter from any future authority over him 

Val. No, ſirrah, you ſhall live with me (till, 

Fer. Sir, it's impoſſible——I may die with you, ſtarve 
with you, or be damn'd with your works: but to live, 
even three days, the life of a play, I no more expect it, 
than to be canoniz'd for a Muſe, after my deceaſe. 

Val. You are witty, ye rogue, I ſhall want your help . 
I'll have you learn to make couplets, to tag the ends 
of acts: d'ye hear, get the maids to Crambo in an evening, 
and learn the knack of rhiming, you may arrive at the 
height of a ſong, ſent by an unknown hand, or a choco. 
late-houſe lampoon. 

Fer. But, Sir, is this the way to recover your father's 
favour ? why, Sir Sampſon will be irreconcileable. If 
your younger brother ſhou'd come from ſea, he'd never 
look upon you again. You're undone, Sir; you're ruin'd ; 
you won't have a friend left in the world, if you turn 
poet. Ah pox confound that Will's coffee-houſe, it has 
ruin'd more young men than the Royal-Oak Lottery 
Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The man of the houſe 


LOVE FOR LOVE, 
would have been an alderman by this time with half the 


trade, if he had ſet up in the city For my part, I 
never fit at the door, that I don't get double the ſtomach 
that Ido at a horſe- race. The air upon Banſtead-Downs is 
nothing to it for a whetter ; yet I never ſee it, but the ſpi. 
rit of famine appears to me, ſometimes like a decoy'd por- 
ter, worn out with pimping, and carrying Billet-doux and 
ſongs ; not like other porters for hire, but for the jeſt”: 
ſake. Now like a thin chairman, melted down to hal! 
his proportion, with carrying a poet upon tick, to viſit 
ſome great fortune ; and his fare to be paid him like the 
wages of ſin, either at the day of marriage, or the day of 
death. 

Val. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 

Fer. Sometimes like a bilk'd bookſeller, with a meagre 
terrify'd countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
himſelf, or were reſolv'd to turn author, and bring the reſt 
of his brethren into the ſame condition. And laſtly, in 
the form of a worn-out punk, with verſes in her hand, 
which her vanity had preferr'd to ſettlements, without a 
whole tatter to her tail, but as ragged as one of the Mu- 
ſes; or as if ſhe were carrying her linen to the paper-mill, 


to be converted into folio books, of warning to all young 


maids, not to prefer poetry to good ſenſe; or lying in 
the arms of a needy wit, before the embraces of a weal- 
thy fool, 


SCENE II. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


SCANDAL, 


Wy” AT, Jeremy holding forth ? 
Val. The rogue has (with all the wit he could 
muſler up) been declaiming againſt wit, 
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Scan. Ay? why then I'm afraid Jeremy has wit: fot 
where-ever it is, it's always contriving its own ruin, 

Jer. Why ſo I have been telling my maſter, Sir: Mr. 
wr for heav'ns ſake, Sir, try if you can diſſuade him 
from turning poet. 

Scan. Poet ! he ſhall turn ſoldier firſt, and rather depend 
upon the out- ſide of his head, than the lining. Why, 
what the devil has not your poverty made you enemies 
enough ? muſt you needs ſhew your wit to get more? 

Jer. Ay, more indeed: for who cares fer any body that 
has more w it than himſelf ? 

Scan. Jeremy ſpeaks like an oracle. Don't you ſee how 
wortlfleſs great men, and dull rich rogues, avoid a witty 
man of ſmall ſortune ? why, he looks. like a writ of en- 
quiry into their titles and cſtates ; and feems commiſſion'd 
by heaven to ſcize the better half. 

al. Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be re. 
veng'd. 

Scan. Rail? at whom? the whole world? impotent and 
vain! who would dic a martyr to ſenſe in a country where 
the religion is ſolly? you may ſtand at Bay for a while; 
but when the full cry is againſt you, you ſhan't have fair 
play for your life. If you can't be fairly run down by 
the hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by the huntſ- 
men. No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, lawyer, parſon, 
be chaplain to an atheilt, or ſtallion to an old woman, 
any thing but poet ; a modern poet is worſe, more fervile, 
timorous, and fawniog, than any I have nam'd: without 
you could retrieve the ancient honours of the name, recal 
the ſtage of Athens, and be allow'd the force of open ho- 
neſt ſatire. | 

Val. You are as inveterate againſt our poets, as if your 
character had been lately expos'd upon the ſtage, —-—- 
Nay, I am not violently bent upon the trade, — — 


6 LOVE FOR LOVE, 
[One knocks.] Jeremy, ſee who's there. [Fer. goes to the 
door.] But tell me what you would have me do 
What does the world ſay of me, and my forc'd confine- 
ment ? | 

Scan. The world behaves itſelf, as it uſes to do on ſuch 
occaſions ; ſome pity you, and condemn your father: o- 
*thers excuſe him, and blame you: only the Ladies are 
merciful, and wiſh you well: ſince love and pleaſurable 
expence have been your greateſt faults, _ 

Jeremy returns. ] 

Val. How now ? 

Jer. Nothing new, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half a 
dozen duns with as much dexterity, as a hungry judge 
does cauſes at dinner-time. 

Val. What anſwer have you given 'em? 

Scan. Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old receipt. 

Fer. No faith, Sir; I have put 'em off ſo long with pa- 
ticnce and forbearance, and other fair words ; that I was 
forc'd now to tell em in plain downright Engliſh 

Val. What ? 

Fer. That they ſhould be paid. 

Val. When? 

Jer. To-morrow. 

Val. And how the devil do you mean to keep your 
word ? 

Fer. Keep it ? not at all; it has been ſo very much 
ſtretch'd, that I reckon it will break of courſe by to- mor- 
row, and no body be iurpris'd at the matter—[ Knecking.] 
Again! Sir, if you don't like my negotiation, will you be 
pleas'd to an{ wer theſe yourlelf, 

Val. See who they are, 
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SCENE III. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


Y this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great; 
ſecretaries of ſtate, preſidents of the council, and ge- 
nerals of an army lead juſt ſuch a life as I do; have juſt 
ſuch crowds of viſitants in a morning, all ſolliciting of paſt 
promiſes: which are but a civiller ſort of duns, that lay 
claim to voluntary debts, 

Scan. And you, like a true great man, having engaged 
their attendance, and promis'd more than ever you intend» 
cd to perform ; are more perplex'd to find evaſions, than 
you would be to invent the honeſt means of keeping your 
word, and gratifying your creditors. 

Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your friends, and do not pro- 
voke your enemies; this liberty of your tongue, will one 
day bring a confinement on your body, my friend. 


SCENE IV. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


JEREMY. 


Sir, there's Trapland the ſcrivener, with two ſuſpi- 

cious fellows like lawful pads, that would knock a 
man down with pocket-tipſtaves ; .———and there's your 
father's ſteward, and the nurſe with one of your children 
from Twitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to fling 
my ſins in my face? here, give her this, Gives money.] 
and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleſs two-handed 
whore, ſhe knows my condition wel! enough, and might 


3: LOVE FOR LOVE. 
have over-laid the child a fortnight ago, if ſhe had had 
any forecaſt in her. 

Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my godſon? 

Fer. Yes, Sir. 

Scan. My bleſſing to the boy, with this token [Gives 
money.] of my love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery put 
more flocks in her bed, ſhift twice a week, and not work 
fo hard, that ſhe may not {mell fo vigoroully. I ſhall take 
the air ſhortly. 

Val. Scandal, don't ſpoil my boy's milk :— Bid 
Trapland come in. If I can give that Cerberus a ſop, I 
ſhall be at reſt for one day. 


SCENE V. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TRAPLAND, JEREMY. 


VALENTINE. 


O Mr. Trapland! my old friend! welcome. Jeremy, 
a chair quickly : a bottle of ſack and a toaſt 

fly a chair firſt. 

Trap. A good morning to you My. Valentine, and to 
you Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. The morning's a very good morning, if you 
don't ſpoil it. 

Val. Come, fit you down, you know his way. 

Trap. There is a debt, Mr, Valentine, of 15001. of pret- 
ty long ſtanding 

Val. I cannot talk about buſineſs with a thirſty palate. 
—--$irrah, the ſack. 

Trap. And I defire to know what courſe you have ta- 
ken for the payment ? 

Val. Faith and troth I am heartily glad to ſee you, my 
ſervice to you, — fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Trapland, fuller. 
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Trap. Hold, ſweet- neart.— This is not our buſineſs :— 


my ſervice to you, Mr Scandal Drinks. I have for- 


born as long— 

Val. T'other glaſs, and then we'll talk, — Fill, Jeremy. 

Trap. No more, in truth I have torborn, I ſay— 

al. Sirrah, fill when I bid you—— And how does your 
handſome daughter? Come, a good husband to her. 

[ Drinks, 

Trap. Thank you have been out of this money — 

Val. Drink firit. Scandal, why do you not drink ? 

[They drinh, 

Trap. And in ſhort, I can be put off no longer. 

Val. I was much oblig'd to you for your ſupply: it did 
me ſignal ſervice in my neceſſity. But you delight in do- 
ing good. Scandal, drink to me, my friend Trap- 
land's health. An honeſter man lives not, nor one more 
ready to ſerve his friend in diſtreſs : tho? I ſay it to his 
face. Come, fill each man his glaſs. 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a whoremaſter, 
and loves a wench ſtill. You never knew a whoremaſter, 
that was not an honeſt fellow. 

Trap. Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew 

Scan. What don't I know? I know the buxom black 
widow in the Poultry—— — 900 l. a year jointure, and 
20000 1. in money. Ahah! old Trap. 

Val. Say you fo, i'faith? come, we'll remember the wi- 
dow: I know whereabouts you are: Come, to the Wis 

dow. — 

yo. No more indced. 

Val. What, the widow's health ; give it him —off with 

: [They drink.] A lovely girl, i'faith, black ſparkling 


| 3 ſoft pouting ruby- lips; better ſealing there, than a 


bond for a million, hah! 
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Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch thing; we'd better mind 


our buſineſs —— You're a wag. 


Val. No faith, we'll mind the widow's buſineſs : fill a-F 


gain Pretty round heaving breaſts, —a Barbary ſhape, 
and a jut with her bum, would ſtir an Anchoret : ang 
the prettieſt foot ! Oh if a man could but faſten his eye: 
to her ſcet, as they ſteal in and out, and play at Bo peep 
under her petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland ? 

Trap. Verily, give me a glaſs, you're a wag—— 
and here's to the widow. [Drinks. 

Scan. He begins to chuckle ; — ply him cloſe, or he'!! 
relapſe into a dun, 


SCENE VI. 


[To them] OFFICER, 


OFFICER, 
B* your leave, gentlemen, — —— Mr. Trapland, if we 
muſt do our office, tell us. — We have half a dozen 

gentlemen to arreſt in Pall-Mall and Covent Garden; and 
if we don't make haſte, the chairmen will be abroad, and 
block up the chocolate-houſes, and then our labour's loſt. 

Trap. Udſo, that's true. Mr. Valentine, I love mirth, 
but buſineſs muſt be done; are you ready to—— 

Fer. Sir, your father's ſteward ſays he comes to make 
propoſals concerning your debts. 

Val. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, fend away your 
officer, you ſhall have an anſwer preſently, 

Trap. Mr. Snap, ſtay within call, 
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SCENE VII. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TxA LAND, JEREMY, STEWARD 
who whiſpers VALENTINE, 


SCANDAL. 


ERE's a dog now, a traitor in his wine: firrah, re- 

fund the ſack: Jeremy, fetch him ſome warm wa- 

ter, or I'll rip up his ſtomach, and go the. ſhorteſt way to 
his conſcience. : 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil; I did not value 
your ſack; but you cannot expett it again, when I have 
drunk it. 

Scan. And how do you expett to have your money a- 
gain, when a gentleman has {pent it ? 

Val. You need ſay no more, I underſtand the conditions; 
they are very hard, but my neceſſity is very preſſing I a- 
gree to em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, and let him 
draw the writing — Mr. Trapland, you know this 
man, he ſhall ſatisfie you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but my 
neceſſity —— 

Val. No apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall be 
paid. 

Trap. I hope you forgive me, my buſineſs requires 


* 


SCENE VIII. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 
SCANDAL. 


E begs pardon, like a hangman at an execution, 
Val. But I have got a reprieve. 
Scan, I am ſurpriz'd ; what! does your father relent ? 


Q 
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Val. No; he has ſent me the hardeſt conditions in thc 
world. You have heard of a booby brother of mine, that 
was ſent to ſea three years ago ? this brother, my father 
hears is landed: whereupon he very affectionately ſends 
me word, If I will make a deed of conveyance of my 
right to his cſtate aſter his death, to my younger brother, 
he will immediately furniſh me with four thouſand pound 
to pay my debts, and make my fortune. This was once 
propos'd before, and I refus'd it; but the preſent impa- 
tience of my creditors for their money, and my own im- 
patience of confinement, and abſence from Angelica, force 
me to conlent. 

Scan. A very defperate demonſtration of your love to 
Angelica : and I think ſhe has never given you any aſſu 
rance of hers. 

Val. You know her temper; ſhe never gave me any 
great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. 

Scan. Women of her airy temper, as they ſeldom think 
before they act, ſo they rarely give us any light to guel: 
at what they mean : but you have little reaſon to believe 
that a woman of this age, who has had an indifference for 
you in your proſperity, will fall in love with your ill for- 
tune: beſides, Angelica has a great fortune of her own ; 
and great fortunes either expect another great fortune, or 
a fool. 


SCENE IX. 


To them] JEREMY. 


JEREMY. 


ORE misfortunes, Sir. 
Val. What, another dun ? 
Fer. No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon you. 
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Val. Well, I can't help it, you muſt bring him up; 
he knows I don't go abroad. 


SCENE X. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL. 


SCANDAL, 


OX on him, I'll begone. 
Val. No, pi*ythee ſtay : Tattle and you ſhould ne- 
ver be aſunder; you are light and ſhadow, and ſhew one 
another; he is perfectly thy reverſe both in humour and 


underſtanding ; and as you ſet up for defamation, he is a 


mender of reputations. 

Scan. A mender of reputations! ay, juſt as he is a keeper 
of fecrets, another virtue that he ſets up for in the ſame 
manner, For the rogue will ſpeak aloud in the poſture of 
a whifpcr; and deny a woman's name, while he gives 
ou the marks of her perſon: he will forſwear receiving 
a letter from ker, and at the ſame time ſhew you her hand 
inthe ſuperſeription: and yet perhaps he has counterſeited 
the hand too, and ſworn to a truth; but he hopes not to 
ve belicv'd ; and refuſes the reputation of a lady's favour, 
us a doctor ſays, No, to a biſhoprick, only that it may be 


granted him. In ſhort, he is a publick profeſſor of 
ſecreſie, and makes proclamation that he holds pri vate in- 
zelligence. He's here. 

SCENE KI. 


[To them] TarTTLE. 


V4 lentine, good morrow: Scandal, T am yours. — 
That is, when you ſpeak well of me. 
Scan. That is, when I am yours; for while I am my 


own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 
Q2 
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Tat. How inhuman ! 

Val. Why Tattle, you need not be much concern'd at 
any thing that he ſays: for to converſe with Scandal, 1s 
to play at Laſing Loadum ; you muſt loſe a good name to 
him, before you can win it for yourſelf. 

Tat. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
for him, that the world ſhall think the better of any perſon 
for his calumniation! I thank heav'n, it has always 
been a part of my character, to handle the reputations of 
others very tenderly indeed. 

Scan. Ay, ſuch rotten reputations as you have to deal 
with, are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tat. Nay, but why rotten? why ſhould you ſay rot- 
ten, when you know not the perſons of whom you ſpeak? 
how cruel that is? 

Scan. Not know 'em? why, thou never hadſt to do with 
any body that did not ſtink to all the town. 

Tat. Ha, ha, ha; nay, now you make a jeſt of it in- 
deed. For there is nothing more known, than that no 
body knows any thing of that nature of me. As I hope 
to be ſav'd, Valentine, I never expos'd a woman, ſince I 
knew what woman was. 

Val. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 

Tat. To be free with you, I have I don't care 
if I own that Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold 
word now) I never could meddle with a woman, that had 
to do with any body elſe. 

Scan. How! 

Val. Nay, faith, I'm apt to believe him Except her 
husband, Tattle. 

Tat. Oh that 

Scan. What think you of that noble commoner, Mrs. 
Drab ? 


Tat, Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her brags in 


cr 
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three or four places, that I ſaid this and that, and writ to 
her, and did I know not what But, upon my repu- 
tation, ſhe did me wrong — Well, well, that was 
malice—But I know the bottom of it. She was brib'd to 
thatby one we all know—A man too. Only to bring me 
into diſgrace with a certain woman of quality = 

Scan. Whom we all know. 

Tat. No matter for that Ves, yes, every body knows 
——— No doubt on't, every body knows my ſecrets 
hut I ſoon fatisfy*d the Lady of my innocence; 
for I told her Madam, ſays I, there are ſome perſons 
who make it their buſineſs to tell tories, and ſay this and 
that of one and t'other, and every thing in the world : 
And, ſays I, if your Grace 

Scan. Grace! 

Tat. O Lord, what have I ſaid? my unlucky tongue! 

Val. Ha, ha, ha. 

Scan. Why, Tattle, thou haſt more impudence than one 
can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an eſteem for thee3 
well, and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you lay 
to her Grace ? 

Val. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary. 

Tat. Not a word, as I hope to be ſav'd; an errant lap- 
ſus linguae—— Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 

Val. Well, but how did you acquit yourſelf? 

Tat. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with 
you—a woman of ordinary rank was a little jealous of 
me, and I told her ſomething or other, faith I know not 
what Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. [Hums à ſong. 


Scan. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we ſhould 
enquire. 

Tat. Valentine, I ſupp'd laſt night with your miſtreſs, 
and her uncle old Foreſight ; I think your father lies at 
Foreſight's, 


Q 3 


16 | LOVE FOR LOVE, 

Val. Yes. 

Tat. Upon my ſoul Angelica's a fine woman-— And ſo 
is Mrs. Forcſight, and her filter Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine woman, we all 
know her. 

Tat. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan. What? 

Tat. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what? why, what do you know of Mrs. 
Frail ? 

Who, I? upon henour I don't know whether ſhe be 
man or woman; but by the {moothneſs of her chin, and 
roundneſs of her hips. 

Scan. No! 

Tat. No. 

Scan. She ſays otherwiſe. 

Tat. Impoſſible ! 

Scan. Yes, faith, Ask Valentine elle, 

Tat. Why then, as J hope to be ſav'd, I believe a wo- 
man only obliges a man to ſecreſie, that ſhe may have the 
pleaſure of telling herſelf. 

Scan. No doubt on't. Well, but has ſhe done you 
wrong, or no ? you have had her ? ha ? 

Tat. Tho* I have more honour than to tell firſt; I 
have more manners than to contradict what a Lady has 
declar'd. 

Scan. Well, you own it? 

Tat. I am ſtrangely ſurpriz'd! Yes, yes, I can't de- 
ny't, if ſhe taxes me with it. 

Scan. She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſecs Valentiue every 
morning. 

Tat. How |! 


Val. She does me the favour l mean of a viſit ſome - 
times, 
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Tat. I did not think ſhe had granted more to any body. 
Scan. Nor I, faith - But Tattle does not uſe to bely 2 


Lady; it is contrary to his charaQter 
be deceiv'd in a woman, Valentine? 

Tet. Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen ? 

Scan. I'm reſolv'd III ask her. 

Tat. O barbarous ! why did you not tell me—— 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tat. And bid me ask Valentine ? 

Val. What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to 
confeſs an anſwer, when you never ask'd me the queſtion? 

Tat. But gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman proceed- 
ing 

Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable decoy as this was; the ladies 
have a fine time, whole reputations are in your keeping. 


How one may 


SCENE XII. 


[To them] JEREMY. 


JeREMY. 


OR, Mrs. Frail has ſent to know if you are ſtirring, 
Val. Shew her up, when ſhe comes. 


SCENE XIII. 
VALENTINE, SCANDAL, TATTLE. 


TATTLE. 
1* be gone. 
Val. Yow'll meet her. 
Tat. Is there not a back way ? 
Val. If there were, you have more diſcretion, than to 
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18 LOVE FOR LOVE, 
give Scandal ſuch an advantage; why, your running a- 
way will prove all that he can tell her. 

Tat. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous—O I ſhall 
loſe my reputation of ſecreſie for ever I ſhall never 


be receiv*d but upon public days; and my viſits will ne- 


ver be admitted beyond a drawing room : I ſhall never 
ſee a bed chamber again, never be lock'd in a cloſet, nor 
run behind a ſcreen, or under a table; never be diſtin- 
guilh'd among the waiting women by the name of Truſty 
Mr Tattle more — You will not be ſo cruel. 

Val. Scandal, haye pity on him; he'll yield to any con- 
ditions. | 

Tat. Any, any terms. 

Scan. Come then, ſacrifice half a dozen women of good 
reputation to me preſently Come, where are you fa- 
miliar ?——And ſee that they are women of quality too, 
the firſt quality. 

Tat. Tis very hard won't a Baronet's Lady paſs ? 

Scan. No, nothing under a Right Honourable. 

Tat. Oh inhuman! you don't expect their names? 

Scan. No, their titles ſhall ſerve. 

Tat. Alas, that's the ſame thing : pray ſpare me their 
titles; P11 deſcribe their perſons. 

Scan. Well, begin then : but take notice, if you are ſo 
ill a painter, that I cannot know the perſon by your pic- 
ture of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad pain- 
ters, to write the name at the bottom, 

Tat, Well, farſt then 


SCENE XIV. 
[To them] Mrs. FRAIL, 


TATTLE. 


Unfortunate! ſhe's come already; will you have 
O patience till another time — I'll double the 
number. 

Scan. Well, on that condition Take heed you don't 
fail me. 

Mrs. Frail. I ſhall get a fine reputation, by coming to 
ſee fellows in a morning. Scandal, you devil, are you 
here too? Oh Mr. Tattle, m"_ thing is ſafe with you, 
we know. 

Scan. Tattle. 

Tat. Mum 


nour. 
Val. Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 


Mrs. Frail. Angelica? manners! 

Val. What, you will allow an abſent lover. 

Mrs Frail. No, Vl allow a lover preſent with his miſ- 
treſs to be particular— But otherwiſe I think his paſſion 
ought to give place to his manners. 

Val. But what if he has more paſſion than manners? 

Mrs. Frail. Then let him marry and reform. 

Val. Marriage indeed may qualifie the fury of his paſ- 
ſion, but it very rarely mends a man's manners. 

Mrs. Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the world ; 
there is no creature perfectly civil, but a husband. For 


O Madam, you do me too much ho- 


in a little time he grows only rude to his wife; and that 


is the higheſt good breeding, for it begets his civility to 
other people. Well, T'll tell you news; but I ſuppoſe 
you hear your brother Benjamin is landed, And my bro- 
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ther Foreſight's daughter is come out of the country —- 1 
aſſure you, there's a match talk'd of by the old people 
Well, if he be but as great a ſea-beaſt, as ſhe is a land- 
monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious breed The 
progeny will be all otters: he has been bred at ſea, and 
the has never been out of the country. 

Val. Pox take em, their conjunction bodes me no good, 
I'm ſure. 

Mrs. Frail. Now you talk of conjunction, my brother 
Foreſight haſt caſt both their nativities, and prognoſticates 
an admiral and an cminent juſtice of the peace to be the 
iſſue-male of their two bodies; 'tis the moſt ſuperſtitious 
old fool ! he would have perſuaded me, that this was an 
unlucky day, and would not let me come abroad: but 1 
invented a dream, and ſent him to Artimedorus for inter- 
pretation, and fo ſtole out to ſee you. Well, and what 
will you give me now? come I muſt have ſomething. 

Val. Step into the next room and I'll give you ſome- 
thing. | 

Scand, Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, what will you all give me? 

Val. Mine's a ſecret. 

Mrs. Frail. I thought you would give me ſomething that 
would be a trouble to you to keep. 

Val. And Scandal ſhall give you a good name. 

Mrs. Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf. And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tattle? 

Tat. I? my foul, Madam, 

Mrs. Frail. Pooh, no I thank you, I have enough to do 
to take care of my own. Well; but I'll come and ſee you 
one of theſe mornings : I hear you have a great many 
pictures. 

Tat. I have a pretty good collection at your ſervice; 
ſome originals. 
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LOVE FOR LOVE. 21 
Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons and the 
Twelve Caeſars, paultry copies; and the Five Senſes, as ill 
repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he himſelf is the 
only original you will ſee there. 

Mrs. Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a cloſet of beauties, 

Scan. Yes, all that have done him favours, if you will 
believe him. | 

Mrs. Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tattle. 

Tat. O Madam, thoſe are ſacred to love and contem- 
plation, No man but the painter and myſelf was ever 
bleſt with the ſight. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, but a woman 

Tat. Nor woman, till ſhe conſented to have her piAure 
there too —for then ſhe's obliged to keep the ſecret, 

Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd ſee pictures. 

Mrs. Frail, Lou? 

Scan. Yes, faith, I can ſhew you your own picture, and 
moſt of your acquaintance to the life, and as like as at 
Eneller's. 

Mrs. Frail. O lying creature—Valentine, does not he 
lye? I can't believe a word he ſays. 

Val. No, indeed, he ſpeaks truth now : for as Tattle has 
pictures of all that have granted him favours, he has the 
pictures of all that have refus'd him: if ſatires, deſcrip- 
tions, characters, and lampoons are pictures. 

Scan. Yes, mine are moſt in black and white— And yet 
there are ſome ſet out in their true colours, both men and 
women. I can ſhew you pride, folly, affectation, wan- 
tonneſs, inconſiancy, covetouſneſs, diſſimulation, malice 
and ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can ſhew you 
lying, foppery, vanity, cowardice, bragging, lechery, im- 


N potence and uglineſs in another piece; and yet one of theſe 


is a celebrated beauty, and t'other a proſeſt beau. I have 
paintings too, ſome pleaſant enough. 
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Mrs. Frail. Come, let's hear em. 

Scan. Why, I have a beau in a bagnio, cupping for 2 
complexion, and ſweating for a ſhape, 

Mrs. Frail. $0. 

Scan. Then I have a Lady burning brandy in a cellaz 
with a hackney-coachman. 

Mrs. Frail. O devil! well, but that ſtory is not true. 

Scan. I have ſome hieroglyphics too; I have a lawyer 
with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one face; a 
divine with two faces, and one head; and I have a ſoldier 
with his brains in his belly, and his heart where his head 
ſhou'd be. 

Mrs. Frail. And no head? 

Scan. No head. 

Mrs. Frail. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you ne'er 
a poet ? 

Scan. Yes, I have a poet weighing words, and ſelling 
praiſe for praiſe, and a critic picking his pocket. I have 


another large piece too, repreſenting a ſchool; where there | 


are huge proportion'd critics, with long wiggs, lac'd coats, 
Steinkirk cravats, and terrible faces; with catcalls in their 
hands, and horn-books about their necks. I have many 
more of this kind, very well painted, as you ſhall ſee. 
Mrs, Frail. Well, I'll come, if it be but todiſprove you · 


SCENE XV. 


[To them] JerEMY. 


S. IR, here's the ſteward again from your father. 
Val. I'Il come to him—will you give me leave, III 
wait on you again preſently. 
Mrs. Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who ſquires me 
to the Exchange ? I muſt call my ſiſter Foreſight there, 
Scan, I will: J have a mind to your ſiſter. 
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Mrs. Frail, Civil! | 

Val. 1 will; becauſe I have a tendre for your Ladyſhip, 

Mrs. Frail. That's ſomewhat the better reaſon, to my 
opinion. 

Scan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better 
opportunity to engage your liſter. 

Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard conditions 
to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 

Scan. I'll give an account of you and your proceedings. 
If indiſcretion be a ſign of love, you are the moſt a lover 
of any body that I know: you fancy that parting with 
your eſtate, will help you to your miſtreſs In my mind, 
he is a thoughtleſs adventurer, 


Who hopes to purchaſe wealth by ſelling land; 
Or win a miſtreſs, with a loſing hand. 
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ACT. Il. SCENE I. 


A Room in FokksIGHT's Houſe. 


FORESIGHT and SERVANT. 


FORESIGHT. 


EY-day! what, are all the women of my family a- 
broad? is not my wite come home ? nor my ſiſter, 
nor my daughter ? 

Serv. No, Sir. 

Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? 
{ure the moon is in all her fortitudes ; is my niece Ange- 
lica at home ? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 

Fore. I believe you lie, Sir. 

Serv. Sir? 

Fore. 1 ſay you lie, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing 
fhould be as I would have it ; for I was born, Sir, when 
the Crab was aſcending, and all my affairs go backward. 

Serv. I can't tell indeed, Sir. 

Fore. No, I know you can't, Sir : but I can tell, and 
ſoretell, Sir. 


SCENE II. 


[To them] Nuxs x. 


FoRESIGHT. 


| ra where's your young miſtreſs ? 

Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart, I know not, they're none of 
em come home yet: poor child, I warrant ſhe's fond o 
ſeeing the town Marry, pray heav'n they ha” given 
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her any dinner Good lack- a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange; 
PII vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you 
ever ſec the like! 

Fire. Why, how now, what's the matter ? 

Nurſe. Pray heav'n ſend your worſhip good luck, mar- 
ry and Amen with all my heart, for you have put on one 
ſtocking with the wrong fide outward. 

Fore. Ha, how? faith and troth I'm glad of it, and ſo 
I have, that may be good luck in troth, in troth it may, 
very good luck: nay I have had ſome omens ; I got out 
of bed backwards too this morning, without premedita- 
tion; pretty good that too; but then I ſtumbled coming 
down ſtairs and met a weaſel; bad omens thoſe : ſome 
bad, ſore good; our lives are chequer'd : mirth and ſor- 
row, want and plenty, night and day, make up our time 
But in troth I am pleas'd at my ſtocking very well 
pleas'd at my ſtocking——O here's my niece !-—farrah, go 
tell Sir Sampſon Legend I'll wait on him if he's at leiſure 
tis now three a clock, a very good hour for buſi. 
neſs, Mercury governs this hour, | 


SCENE III. 


ANGELICA, FORESIGHT, NURSE, 


ANGELICA. 


S it not a good hour for pleaſure too, uncle? pray tend 

me your coach, mine's out of order. 

Fore, What, wou'd you be gadding too? ſure all 4 
males are mad to- day It is of evil portent, and bodes 
milchief to the maſter of a family—— I remember an 
old propheſie written by Meſſabaiab the Arabian, and thus 
tranſlated by a reverend Buekinghamſhite bard. 
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When houſewifes all the houſe forſake, 
And leave goolman to brew and bake, 
Withouten guile, then be it ſaid, 

That houſe doth ſtand upon its head; 
And when the head is ſet in grond, 
Ne marl, if it be fruitful fond. 


Fruitful, the head fruitful, that bodes horns ; the fruit of 
the head is horns Dear niece, ſtay at home — For by 
the head of the houſe is meant the husband; the prophecy 
needs no explanation. | 

An. Well, but I can neither make you a cuckold, 
uncle, by going abroad ; nor ſecure you from being one, 
by ſtaying at home. 

Fork. Yes, yes; while there's one woman left, the pro- 
phecy is not in full force. 

An. But my inclinations are in force; I have a mind to 
go abroad; and if you won't lend me your coach, I'Il take 
a hackney, or a chair, and leave you to erett a ſcheme, 
and find who's in conjunchon with your wife. Why 
don't you keep her at home, if you're jealous of her when 
ſhe's abroad ? you know my aunt is a little retrograde 
(as you call it) in her nature. Uncle, I'm afraid you are 
not lord of the aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. Well, jill-flirt, you are very pert 
ways ridiculing that celeſtial ſcience. 

An. Nay uncle, don't be angry If you are, T'l! 
Tip up all your falſe prophecies, ridiculous dreams, and 
idle divinations. J'll ſwear you are a nuſance to the 
neighbourhood —— What a buſtle did you keep againſt 
the laſt inviſible eclipſe, laying in proviſion as 'twere for a 
ſiege? whata world of fire and candle, matches and tin- 
der- boxes did you purchaſe! one would have thought we 
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we were ever after to live under ground, or at leaſt ma- 
king a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark 
ſeaſon. 

Fore. Why, you malapert ſlut 

An. Will you lend me your coach, or I'll go on 
Nay, I'll declare how you prophecy'd popery was com- 
ing, only becauſe the butler had miſ-laid ſome of the 
apoſtle ſpoons, and thought they were loſt. Away went 
religion and ſpoonmeat together Indeed, uncle, I'll in- 
dite you for a wizard, 

Fore. How huſly ! was there ever ſuch a provoking 
minx? 

Nurſe. O merciful father, how ſhe talks! 

An. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful midnight 
practices; you and the old nurſe there 

Nurſe. Marry heav'n defend lat midnight practices 
O Lord, what's here to do? ——T in unlawful doings 
with my maſter's worſhip——— Why, did you ever hear 
Sir, did ever Ido any thing of your 
midnight concerns but warm your bed, and tuck you 
up, and ſet the candle and your tobacco box, and your 
urinal by you, and now and then rub the ſoles of your 
O Lord, I! | 
An. Yes, I ſaw you together, thro? the key-hole of the 


— 


cloſet, one night, like Saul and the witch of Endor, turn. 


»® cup 


6Y 
4 


ing the ſieve and ſheers, and pricking your thumbs, to 
write poor innocent ſervants names in blood, about *a 
little nutmeg-grater, which ſhe had forgot in the caudle- 
Nay I know ſomething worſe, if I would ſpeak 


Fore. I defie you, huſſy; but Pl remember this, Ill 
be reveng'd on you, cockatrice ; I'll hamper you You 


have your fortune in your own hands but Pl find a way 


R 
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to make your lover, your prodigal ſpendthriſt gallan?, 
Valentine, pay for all, I will. 

An. Will you ? I care not, but all ſhall out then--Look 
to't, nurſe; I can bring witneſs that you have a great 
unnatural teat under your left arm, and he another; and 
that you ſuckle a young devil in the ſhape of a tabby- 
cat, by turns; I can. 


Nurſe. A teat, a teat, Jan unnatural teat! O the falſe 


flanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing but] 


like another chriſtian. Crying. 


Fore. I will have patience, ſince it is the will of the“ 


ſtars I ſhould be thus tormented This is the effect of 


the malicious conjunftions and oppoſitions in the third F 


houſe of my nativity; there the curſe of kindred was fore- 
told — But I will have my doors lock'd up ——PIl punilk 
you; not a man ſhall enter my houſe. 


An. Do uncle, lock 'em up quickly before my aur: 


come home — You'll have a letter from Alimony to-mor. 
row morning—— But let me begone firſt, and then let no 
mankind come near the houſe, but converſe with ſpirit: 
and the celeſtial ſigns, the bull, and the ram, and the goat. 


Bleſs me! there are a great many horn'd beaſts among the 


twelve ſigns, uncle. But cuckolds go to heav'n. 


Fore. But there's but one virgin among the twelve ſigns, | 


fpite-fire, but one virgin. 


An. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had to] 
do with any thing but aſtrologers, uncle. That make: 


my aunt go abroad. 


Fore. How? how? is that the reaſon? come, you know! 
fomething ; tell me, and 111 forgive you; do good nicc: þ 
come, you ſhall have my coach and horſes, ———| 
Faith and troth you ſhall——— Does my wife complain? 
Come, I know women tell one another —— She is young 
and ſanguine, has a wanton hazle eye, and was born un- 
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der Gemini, which may incline her to ſociety; ſhe has a 
mole upon her lip, with a moiſt palm, and an open libera- 
lity on the mount of Venus, 

An. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. Do you laugh ?— Well gentlewoman, I'II- But 
come, be a good girl, don't perplex your poor uncle, tell 
me won't you ſpeak? odd, 1“ 


SCENE IV. 


{To them] SERVANT, 


SERVANT. 
8 Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you 
An. Good b'w*ye uncle Call me a chair—T'll find 
out my aunt, and tell her ſhe muſt not come home. 

Fore. I'm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to receive 
him; T ſhall ſcarce recover myſelf before the hour be 
paſt: go Nurſe, tell Sir Sampſon I'm ready to wait on 
him, 

Nurſe, Yes, Sir, 

Fore. Well Why, if I was born to be a cuckold, 
there's no more to be ſajd—he's here already. 


SCENE V. 
FoRrESIGHT, and Sir SAMPSON LEGEND with a paper. 


Sir SAMPSON LEGEND. 


OR no more to be done, old boy; that's plain 

V here ?tis, I have it in my hand, old Ptolomee; I'll 
make the ungracious prodigal know who begat him; I 
will, old Neſtrodamus. What, I warrant my ſon thought 
nothing belong'd to a father, but forgiveneſs and affec- 
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tion; no authority, no correction, no arbitrary power; 
nothing to be done, but for him to offend and me to par- 
don. Iwarrant you, if he danc'd till Doomſday, he thought 
I was to pay the piper. Well, but here it is under black 
and white, Signatum, Sigillatum, and Deliberatum; that as 
ſoon as my ſon Benjamin is arriv'd, he is to make over to 
him his right of inheritance. Where's my daughter that 
is to be hah! old Merlin! body o'me, I'm fo glad 
I'm reveng'd on this undutiful rogue. 

Fore. Odſo, let me ſee; let me ſee the paper —— Ay, 
faith and troth, here 'tis, if it will but hold T wiſh 
things were done, and the conveyance made When 
was this ſign'd, what hour? odſo, you ſhould have con- 
ſulted me for the time. Well, but we'll make haſte—— 

Sir Sam. Haſte; ay, ay, haſte enough; my fon Ben will 
be in town to- night have order'd my lawyer to draw 
up writings of ſettlement and jointure———Al!l ſhall be 
done to-night No matter for the time; pr'ythee 
brother Foreſight, leave ſuperſtition——Pox oꝰ th time; 
there's no time but the time preſent, there's no more to be 
ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come will happen. 
If the ſun ſhine by day, and the ſtars by night, why, we 
ſhall Know one another's faces without the help of a 
candle, and that's all the ſtars are good for. 

Fore. How, how, Sir Sampſon, that all? give me leave 
to contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir Sam. I tell you I am wile; and ſapiens dominabitur 
aſtris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an argument 
to confound your Ephemeris—— Ignorant—T tell you, I 
have travell'd old Fircz, and know the globe. I have feen 
the Antipodes, where the ſun riſes at midnight, and ſets 
at noon-day. 

Fore. But I tell you, I have bein and travell'd in 
the coeleſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, and 
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their houſes. Can judge of motions direct and retro- 
grade, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Oppoſitions, fiery 
Trigons and aquatical Trigons. Know whether life ſhall 
be long or ſhort, happy or unhappy, whether diſeaſes 
are curable or incurable. If journeys ſhall be proſpe- 
rous, undertakings ſucceſsful; or goods ſtol'n recover'd, 
I know— — 

Sir Sam. I know the length of the Emperor of China's 
foot ; have kiſs'd the Great Mogul's ſlipper, and rid a 
hunting upon an elephant with the Cham of Tartary, —- 
Body o' me, I have made a cuckold of a king, and the pre- 
ſent Majeſty of Bantam is the iſſue of theſe loins. 

Fore. I know when travellers lye or ſpcak truth, when 
they don't know it themſelves. 

Sir Sam. I have known an aſtrologer made a cuckold in 
the twinkling of a ſtar ; and ſeen a conjurer, that cou'd 
not keep the devil out of his wife's circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife too? I muſt 
be better inform'd of this, — [Afide.]J— Do you mean my 


wife, Sir Samſon? tho' you made a cuckold of the King of 


Bantam, yet by the body of the Sun-—- 

Sir Sam. By the horns of the moon, you wou'd ſay, 
brother Capricorn. 

Fore. Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mandevil; 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou liar 
of the firſt magnitude, Take back your paper of inheri- 
tance ; ſend your ſon to ſea again. I'll wed my daugh- 
ter to an Egyptian mummy, ere ſhe ſhall incorporate with 
a contemner of ſciences, and a defamer of virtue. 

Sir Sam. Body o' me, J have gone too far,—I mult not 
provoke honeſt Albumazar,—-An Egyptian mummy is an 
illuſtrious creature, my truſty hicroglyphic; and may 
have ſignifications of futurity about him; Odsbud, I 
would my ſon were an Egyptian mummy for thy ſake, 
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What, thou art not angry for a jeſt, my good Haly——tf 
reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with all my heart. — 
What, I'll make thee a preſent of a mummy : Now I 
think on't, body o'me, I have a ſhoulder of an Egyptian 
King, that I purloin'd from one of the pyramids, pow- 
der'd with hieroglyphics, thou ſhalt have it brought home 
to thy houſe, and make an entertainment for all the Phi- 
lomaths, and Students in phyſic and aftrology in and a- 
bout London. 

Fore. But what do you know of my wife, Sir Samp. 
ſon ? 

Sir Sam. Thy wife is a conſtellation of virtues ; ſhe's 
the Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon : nay, ſhe 
is more illuſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her chaſtity 
Without her inconſtancy : *sbud I was but in jeſt, 


SCENE VI. 
[To them] JEREMY, 


Sit SAMPSON. 


OW now, who ſent for you ? ha! what wou'd you 
have ? 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in jeſt Who's that ſel- 
low ? I don't like his phyſiognomy. 

Sir Sam. My fon, Sir; what ſon, Sir? my ſon Benja- 
min, hoh? 

Jer. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my maſter, “tis the firſt 
time he has been abroad ſince his confinement, and he 
comes to pay his duty to you, 

Sir Sam, Well, Sir, 
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SCENE VIL. 


FORESIGHT, Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, JEREMY, 


JEREMY, 


E is here, Sir. 
Val. Your bleſſing, Sir. 

Sir Sam. You've had it already, Sir; I think I ſent it 
you to-day in a bill of four thouſand pound : a great deal 
of money, brother Foreſight. 

Fore. Ay indeed, Sir Sampſon, a great deal of money 
for a young man; I wonder what he can do with it! 

Sir Sam. Body o'me, ſo do 1. — Hark ye, Valen- 
tine, if there be too much, refund the ſuperfluity; doſt 
hear, boy? 

Val. Superfluity, Sir! it will ſcarce pay my debts, —— 
I hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige me 
to thoſe hard conditions, which my neceſlity ſign'd to. 

Sir Sam. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were you pleas'd 
to intimate, concerning indulgence ? 

Val. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the extremi- 
ty of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome 
part. 

Sir Sam. Oh Sir, J underſtand you— that's all, ha? 

Val. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to ask. — But what 
you, out of fatherly fondneſs, will be pleas'd to addy ſhall 
be doubly welcome. 

Sir Sam. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial piety 
and my fatherly fondneſs wou'd fit like two tallies.— 
Here's a rogue, brother Foreſight, makes a bargain under 
hand and ſeal in themorning,and would be releas'd from it 
in the afternoon; here's a rogue, dog, here's conſcience 
and honeſty ; this is your wit now, this is the morality of 
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your wits! you are a wit, and have been a beau, and 
may be a Why firrah, is it not here under hand and 
ſeal Can you deny it? 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it— 

Sir Sam. Sirrah you'll be hang'd; I ſhall live to ſee you 
go up Holborn-Hill—— Has he not a rogue's face 
Speak, brother, you underſtand phy ſiognomy, a hanging 
look, to me——of all my boys the moſt unlike me; he has 
a damn'd Tyburn Face, without the benefit o'the clergy. 

Fore. Hum—truly I don't care to diſcourage a young 
man—-he has a violent death in his face; but I hope no 
danger of hanging. 

Val. Sir, is this uſage for your ſon ? for that old 
weather-headed fool, I know how to laugh at him; but 
you, Sir. 

Sir Sam. You, Sir; and you, Sir — Why, who are you, 
Sir? 

Val. Your ſon, Sir. 

Sir Sam, That's more than I know, Sir; and I believe 
not. 

Val. Faith I hope not. 

Sir Sam, What, wou'd you have your mother a whore! 
did you ever hear the like! did you ever hear the like! 
body o'me. —— 

Val. I would have an excuſe for your barbarity and un- 
natural uſage. 

Sir Sam, Excuſe! impudence! why ſirrah, mayn't I do 
what I pleaſe? are not you my flave? did not I beget 
you? and might not I have choſen whether I would have 
begot you or no? *Oons who are you! whence came you? 
What brought you into the world ? how came you here, 
Sir? here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe two legs, and look 
erect with that audacious face, ha? anſwer me that? did 
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you come a volunteer into the world? or did T, with the 
lawful authority of a parent, preſs you to the ſervice? 

Val. I know no more why I came, than you do why 
you call'd me. But here I am, and if you don't mean to 
provide for me, I deſire you would leave me as you found 
me. 

Sir Sam. With all my heart : come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and 
go naked out of the world as you came into't. 

Val. My cloaths are ſoon put off: — But you muſt alſo 
diveſt me of reaſon, thought, paſſions, inclinations, af- 
fections, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train of atten- 
dants that you begot along with me. 

Sir Sam. Body o'me, what a many headed monſter have 
I propagated ! 

Val. I am of myſelf, a plain, eaſie, ſimple creature; 
and to be kept at ſmall expence ; but the retinue that you 
gave me are craving and invincible ; they are ſo many 
devils that you have rais'd, and will have employment. 

Sir Sam, Oons, what had I to do to get children. 
can't a private man be born without all theſe followers? 
—— Why nothing under an emperor ſhould be born with 
appetites, why at this rate a fellow that has but a 
groat in his pocket, may have a ſtomach capable of a ten 
ſhilling ordinary. 

Jer. Nay, that's as clear as the ſun; I'll make oath of 
it before any juſtice in Middleſex. ; 

Sir Sam. Here's a cormorant too. -—-I—?*S heart this 
ſellow was not born with you ? I did not beget 
him, did I ? 

Fer. By the proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too: Nay, and to tell your worſhip 
another truth, I believe you did, for I find I was born 
With thoſe ſame whoreſon appetites too that my maſter 
ſpeaks of, 


36 LOVE FOR LOVE, 

Sir Sam. Why look you there now, —— = Ill main- 
tain it, that by the rule of right reaſon, this fellow ought 
to have been born without a palate. —— *Sheart, what 
ſhou'd he do with a diſtinguiſhing taſte? I warrant 
now he'd rather cat a pheaſant, than a piece of poor John; 
and ſmell, now; why, I warrant he can ſmell, and loves 
perfumes above a ſtink. — why there's it ; and muſick, 
don't you love muſick, ſcoundrel ? 

Fer. Yes, I have a reaſonable good ear, fir, as to jiggs 
and country dances; and the like: I don't much matter 
your ſolo's or ſonata's, they give me the ſpleen. 

Sir Sam. The ſpleen, ha, ha, ha, a pox confound you 
ſolo's or ſonata's? ?oons whoſe ſon are you? how 
were you engendered, muckworm ? 


Jer. I am by my father, the ſon of a chairman; my 


mother ſold oyſters in winter, and cucumbers in ſummer; 


and I came up ſtairs into the world; for I was born in a 


cellar. 


Fore. By your looks, you ſhould go up ſtairs out of the 
world too, friend. 
Sir Sam. And if this rogue were anatomis'd now, and 


diſſected, he has his veſſels of digeſtion and concoction, and 


ſo forth, large enough for the inſide of a cardinal, this ſon 
of a cucumber. 


that my cubs might have lived upon ſucking their paws ; 
nature has been provident only to bears and ſpiders; the 
one has its nutriment in his own hands; and t' other ſpins 
his habitation out of his own intrails. 

Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
neceſſities of my nature; if I had my right of inheritance, 

Sir Sam. Again! *oons han't you four thouſand pound 
if IJ had it again, I would not give thee a gruat,— 
what, would'ſt thou ha ve me turn pelican, and feed thee 


theſe things are unaccountable and | 
unreaſonable. Body o'me, why was not I a bear? 
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out of my own vitals? *Y heart, live by your 
wits, — you were always fond of the wits, — now let's 
ſee, if you have wit enough to keep yourſelf —— —your 
brother will be in town to-night or to-morrow morning, 
and then look you perform covenants, and ſo your friend 
and ſervant, . — come, brother Foreſight. 


SCENE VIII. 
VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


| JEREMY. 
I Told you what your viſit would come to. 

Val. Tis as much as I expected I did not come 
to ſee him: I came to Angelica: but ſince ſhe was gone 
abroad, it was eaſily turned another way; and at leaſt 
look'd well on my ſide. What's here? Mrs. Foreſight 
and Mrs, Frail? they are earneſt, I'll avoid * 
come this way, and go and enquire when Angelica will 
return, 


—— 


SCENE IX. 


Mrs, Fores1GHT, and Mrs. FRAIL, 


Mrs. FRAIL. 
H A T have you to do to watch me? 'Sliſe Ill do 


W what I pleaſe. 

Mrs. Fore. You will ? 

Mrs. Frail. Yes marry will -A great piece of bu · 
ſineſs to go to Covent-Garden-Square in a hackney-coach, 
and take a turn with one's friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, two or three turns, I'll take my oath. 

Mrs, Frail, Well, what if I took twenty——1I Warrant 
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if you had been there, it had been only innocent recreati- Mr. 
on. Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if we you nm 
can't have the happineſs of converſing where we like? Mr. 
Mrs Fore. But can't you converſe at home ?——I own Mr. 
it, I think there's no happineſs like converſing with an a- Mr 
greeable man; I don't quarrel at that, nor 1 don't think * 
but your converſation was very innocent: but the place FER 
is public, and to be ſeen with a man in a hackney-coach * 
is ſcandalous : what if any body elſe ſhou'd have ſeen I do « 
you alite, as Idid ? — How can any body be hap- NM. 
py, while they're in perpetual fear of being ſeen and cen- face ; 
ſur'd ? — Beſides, it would not only reflect upon cONAM 
you, ſiſter, but me. did £ 
Mrs. Frail. Pooh, here's a clutter —— Why ſhou'd it = 
reflect upon you? — I don't doubt but you have thought M 
yourſelf happy in a Hackney-coach before now. — If I 
had gone to Knights-Bridge, or to Chelſea, or to Spring. find 1 
Garden, or Barn-Elms with a man alone——— ſomething W 
might have been ſaid. N 
Mrs. Fore. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe places? with 
What do you mean, ſiſter ? A 
Mrs Frail. Was I? What do you mean ? Thou 
Mrs. Fore, You have been at a worſe place. _ 
Mrs Frail. I at a worſe place, and with a man! A 
Mrs. Fore. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the and 
World's-End. wh 
Mrs. Frail. The World's-End! What, do you mean to | Wy 
banter me ? | 7 
Mrs. Fore. Poor innocent! You don't know that there's * 
a place call'd the World's-End ? I'll ſwear you can keep _ 
your countenance purely, you'd make an admirable on: 
player. | . . 
Mrs. Frail. T'll ſwear you have a great deal of confi- G 8 


dence, and in my mind too much for the ſtage. 
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Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has moſt ; 
you never were at the World's End ? 

Mrs. Frail. No. 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my face? 

Mrs. Frail. Your face ! what's your face? 

Mrs. Fore, No matter for that, it's as good a face as 
yours. 

Mrs. Frail. Not by a dozen years wearing. ——— But 
I do deny it poſitively to your face then. 

Mrs. Fore. Vl allow you now to find fault with my 
face; for I'll ſwear your impudence has put me out of 
countenance : — But look you here now, —— where 
did you loſe this gold bodkin ?—— Oh ſiſter, ſiſter! 

Mrs. Frail. My bodkin ! 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, 'tis yours, look at it. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you 
find this bodkin? —— Oh ſiſter, ſiſter! —— ſiſter every 


way. | | 
Mrs. Fere. O devil on't, that I could not diſcover her 
without betraying myſelf. [ Aſide. 


Mrs. Frail. 1 have heard gentlemen ſay, ſiſter, that one 
ſhou'd take great care, when one makes a thruſt in fen- 
eing, not to lye open ones ſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. It's very true, ſiſter: Well, ſince alls out, 
and as you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let us do 
what is often done in duels, take care of one another, and 
grow better friends than before. 5 

Mrs. Frail. With all my heart, ours are but ſlight fleſh 
wounds, and if we keep em from air, not at all danger- 
ous: Well, give me your hand in token of ſiſterly ſecre- 
ſic and affection. 

Mrs. Fore. Here 'tis with all my heart. 

Mrs. Frail, Well, as an earneſt of friendſhip and con- 
lidence, I'll acquaint you with a deſign that I have: To 
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tell truth, and ſpeak openly one to another; T am afraid 
the world has obſery'd us more than we have obſery'd 
one another. You have a rich husband, and are provi. 
ded for; Iam at a loſs, and have no great ſtock either of 
fortune or reputation; and therefore muſt look ſharply a- 
bout me. Sir Sampſon has a ſon that is expected to-night; 
and by the account I have heard of his education, can be 
no conjurer: the eſtate you know is to be made over to 
him: — Now if I cou'd wheedle him, ſiſter, ha? you 
underſtand me ? 

Mrs. Fore. I do; and will help you to the utmoſt of my 
power —— And I can tell you one thing that falls out 
luckily enough ; my aukward daughter-in-law, who you 
know is deſign'd to be his wife,is grown fond of Mr. Tattle; 
now if we can improve that, and make her have an a- 
verſion for the booby, it may go a great way towards 
his liking you. Here they come together ; and let us con- 
trive ſome way or other to leave em together. 


SCENE X. 


[To them] TATTLE and Miſs Prue, 


Miß Prue. 


Other, mother, mother, look you here. 
Mrs. Fore. Fie, fie, Miſs, how you bawl———- 
Beſides, I have told you, you mult not call me mother, 

Miſs Prue. What muſt I call you then? are you not 
my father's wife? 

Mrs. Fore. Madam; you muſt ſay, Madam 
By my ſoul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this 
great girl call me mother Well, but Miſs, what 
are you ſo oyer-joy'd at? 

Miſs Prue, Look you here, Madam then, what Mr. 


Tattle 
a ſaufl 
have a 
Tattle 
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Tattle has giv'n me Look you here couſin, here's 
a ſnuff-box; nay, there's ſnuff in't; — here, will you 
have any Oh good! How ſweet it is ——-— Mr. 
Tattle is all over ſweet, his perruke is ſweet, and his 
gloves are ſweet, ——— and his handkerchief is ſweet, 
pure ſweet, ſweeter than roſes ſmell him mother, 
Madam, I mean He gave me this ring ſor a kiſs. 

Tattle. O fie Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 

Miſs Prue. Yes; I may tell my mother And he 
ſays he'll give me ſomething to make me ſmell fo 
Oh pray lend me your handkerchief Smell, couſin ; - 
he ſays, he'll give me ſomething that will make my ſmocks 
ſmell this way——— Is not it pure? —It's better than 
lavender mun I'm reſolv'd I won't let nurſe put a- 
ny more lavender among my ſmocks ha, couſin? 

Mrs. Frail. Fie, Miſs; amongſt your linnen, you muſt 
ſay You muſt never ſay ſmock. 

Miſs Prue. Why, it is not bawdy, is it, couſin ? 

Tattle. Oh, Madam; you are too ſevere upon Miſs: 
you muſt not find fault with her pretty ſimplicity, it be- 
comes her firangely —— pretty Miſs, don't let em per- 
{wade you out of your innocency. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh, damm you toad —— I wiſh you don't 
perſwade her out of her innocency. 

Tattle. Who I, Madam, — —Oh Lord, how can your 
ladyſhip have ſuch a thought —— ſure you don't know | 
me? 

Mrs. Frail. Ah devil, fly devil —— He's as cloſe, ſiſ- 
ter, as a conſeſſor —— He thinks we don't obſerve him. 

Mrs. Fore. A cunning cur, how ſoon he cou'd find out 
a freſh harmleſs creature; and left us, ſiſter, preſently, 

Tattie. Upon reputation, 

Mrs. Fore, They're all fo, ſiſter, theſe men they 

love to have the ſpoiling of a young thing, they are as 
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ſond of it, as of being firſt in the faſhion, or of ſeeing a 
new play the firſt da y I warrant it would break Mr. 
Tattle's heart, to think that any body elſe ſhould be be- 
fore- hand with him. 
Tattle. Oh Lord, 1 ſwear T would not for the world 
Mrs. Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you? 


You'd be hang'd before you'd confeſs e know you 


— — ſhe's very pretty! — Lord, what pure red and 
white! ſhe looks ſo wholeſome ; ne'er ſtir, I don't 
know, but I fancy if I were a man | 

Miſs Prue. How you love to jeer one, couſin. 

Mrs. Fore. Hark'ee, ſiſter, —— by my ſoul the 
girl is ſpoil'd already d'ye think ſhe'll ever endure 
a great lubberly tarpawlin Gad I warrant you ſhe 
won't let him come near her, after Mr. Tattle. 

Mrs Frail. O'my foul, I'm afraid not —— eh! filthy 
creature, that ſmells all of pitch and tarr — Devil take 
you, you confounded toad why did you ſee her, be- 
fore ſhe was married? 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, why did we let him — my husband 
will hang us —— He'll think we brought 'em acquain- 
ted. 

Mrs. Frail. Come, faith let us be gone If my 
brother Foreſight ſhou'd find us with them, he'd think ſo, 
ſure enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou'd — but then leaving 'em to- 
gether is as bad —— And he's ſuch a ſly devil, he'll ne- 
ver miſs an opportunity, 

Mrs. Frail. T don't care; I wont be ſeen in't. 

Mrs Fore. Well, if you ſhould, Mr. Tattle you'll have 
a world to anſwer for: remember I waſh my hands of it, 
I'm throughly innocent. 


N b. « 4 2 


. SE bas Rang ne 


. "0 * 


'E 
t 


* * — * * 
5 =- . „* 
8 * % ES. 
— SET = „2 N 4 
« RX 


LOVE FOR LOVE, 43 


SCENE XI. 


TaTTLFe, Miſs PRUE. 


Miß Prue. 
e makes 'em go away, Mr. 
they mean, do you know? 

Tat. Yes, my dear — I think I can gueſs 
But hang me if I know the reaſon of it. 

Miſs Prue. Come, mult not we go too? 

Tat. No, no. they don't mean that. 

Miſs Prue. No! What then? What ſhall you and I do 
together? 

Tat. I muſt make love to you, pretty Miſs; will you 
let me make love to you? 

Miß Prue. Yes, if you pleaſe. 

Tat. Frank, 1'gad, at leaſt, What a pox does Mrs. 
Fore ſight mean by this civility? Is it to make a fool of 
me? or does ſhe leave us together out of good morality, 
and do as ſhe would be done by —< Gad Fll under- 
ſtand it ſo. [ Aſide. 

Miſs Prue. Well; and how will you make love to me 
Come, I long to have you begin —muſt I make 
love too? You muſt tell me how. 

Tat. You muſt let me ſpeak, Miſs ; you muſt not ſpeak 
firſt; I muſt ask you queſtions, and you mult anſwer. 

Miſs Prue. What, is it like the catechiſm ? Come 
then ask me. 

Tat. D'ye think you can love me? 

Miſs Prue. Yes. 

Tat. Pooh, pox, you muſt not ſay yes already; I ſhan't 
care a farthing for you then in a twinkling, 

Miſs Prue, What muſt 1 oy then? 


Tattle? what do 
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Tat. Why, you muſt ſay No, or you believe not, or 
you can't tell 
Miſs Prue. Why, mult I tell a lie then? 
Tat. Yes, if you'd be well-bred. All well-bred perſors 
lie heſides, you are a woman, you muſt never ſpeak 


what you think: your words muſt contradi&t your. 


thoughts; but your actions may contradif your words. 
So, When I ask you, if you can love me, you muſt ſay 
no, but you muſt love me too If I tell you you 
are handſome, you muſt deny it, and ſay I flatter you—- 
But you mult think yourſelf more charming than I ſpeak 
you: — And like me, for the beauty which I ſay you 
have, as much as if I had it myſelf If J ask you to 
kiſs me, you mult be angry, but you muſt not refuſe me. 
If I ask you for more, you muſt be more angry, 
but more complying; and as ſoon as ever I make you 
ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold your tongue. 

Miſs Prue. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure, — I like it bet- 
ter than our old-faſhion'd country way of ſpeaking one's 


mind; — and muſt not you lie too? 
Tat. Hum Yes But you muſt believe I 
ſpeak truth, 


Miſs Prue. O Gemini! well, Ialways had a great mind 
to tell lies but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a 
ſin. 

Tat. Well, my pretty creature; will you make me hap- 
py by giving me a kiſs? 

Miſs Prue. No, indeed; I'm angry at you. 

[Runs and kiſſes him. 
but you 


Tat. Hold, hold, that's pretty well- 


ſhould not have given it me, but have ſuffered me to 
have taken it. 
Miſs Prue, Well, we'll do it again. 
Tat, With all my heart — Now then my little ange! 
[Kiſſes her. 
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Miſs Prue. Piſh. 

Tat. That's right,. — again my charmer. 

[ Kiſſes again. 

Miſs. Prue. O fie, nay, now I can't abide you. 

Tat. Admirable! that was as well as if you had been 
born and bred in Covent- Garden, — And wont you ſhew 
me, pretty Miſs, where your bed-chamber is? 

Miſs Prue, No, indeed won't I: but I' run there, and 
hide myſelf from you behind the curtains, 

Tat. I'II follow you. 

Mig Prue. Ah, but I will hold the door with both 
hands, and be angry; and you ſhall puſh me down be- 
fore you come in. 

Tat. No, I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down after- 
wards. 

Miſs Prue. Will you? then Þ'll be more angry, and 
more complying. 

Tat. Then I'll make you cry out. 

Miſs Prue. Oh but you ſhan't, for Pll hold my 
ꝛongue 

Tat. Oh my dear apt ſcholar. 

Miſs Prue. Well, now I'll run and make more haſte 
than you, 

Tat. You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue, 


End of the ſecond AFR. 
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Aer MI. SCENE I. 


NuRsE, alone. 


NURSE, 


ISS, Miſs, Miſs Prue —— — Mercy on me, marry 

and Amen. Why, what's become of the child. 
Why Miſs, Miſs Foreſight —Sure ſhe has lock'd herſelf 
up in her chamber and gone to ſleep, or to prayers: Mils, 
Miſs. I hear her — Come to your father, child, open 
the door —— Open the door, Miſs I hear you 
cry huſit - O Lord, who's there? [peeps] What's here 
to do? O the father! a man with her! ——— Why, 
Miſs I ſay; God's my life, here's fine doings towards 
O Lord, we're all undone ———O you young harlotry 
[knocks] Od's my life, won't you open the door? ll come 
in the back way. 


TATTLE, Miſs Prue. 


Miſs Pave. 
Lord, ſhe's coming and ſhe'II tell my father; 


what ſhall I do now? 
Tat. Pox take her; if ſhe had ſtaid two minutes long- 
cr, I ſhould have wiſh'd for her coming. 
Miſs Prue. O dear, what ſhall I 93 5 tell me, Mr. 
Tattle, tell me a lie. 
Tat. There's no occaſion for a lie; I cou'd never tell a 
lie to no purpoſe —— But ſince we have done nothing, 


we ml 
you de 


fo 
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we muſt ſay nothing, I think. I hear her —— Pl leave 
you together, and come off as vou can. 

[Thruſts her in, and ſhuts the door, 


SCENE III. 


TATTLE, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 
ANGFLICA. 


ANGELICA. 


OU can't accuſe me of inconſiancy ; I never told you 
that I lov'd you. 

Val. But Ican accuſe you of uncertainty, for not tel- 
ling me whether you did or not. 

Ang. You miitake indifference for uncertainty; I ne- 
ver had concern enough to ask myſelf the queſtion. 

Scan. Nor good nature enough to anſwer him that did 
ask you: I'll ſay that for you, Madam. 

Ang. What, are you ſetting up for good nature? 

Scan. Only for the affectation of it, as the women do 
for ill nature. 

Ang. Perſuade your friend, that it is all aſſectation. 

Scan. I ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion: for I 
know no effectual difference between continued affeQation 
and reality. 


Tattle [coming up.) _ 
Scandal, are you in private diſcourſe, any thing of ſe- 
ereſie? [Aſide to Scandal, 


Scan. Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talking of 
Angelica's love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of it. 

Tat. No, no, not a ſyllable I know that's a ſecret, 
for it's whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Ha, ha, ha, 
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Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you ſay ſomething 
was whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Your love of Valentine. 

Ang. How! 

Tat. No, Madam, his love for your ladyſlliip — Gad 
take me, I beg your pardon ——- for I never heard 2 
word of your ladyſhip's paſſion, till this inſtant. 

Ang. My paſſion! and who told you of my paſſion, 
pray Sir? 

Scan. Why, is the devil in you? did not I tell jt you 
for a ſecret? 

Tat. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been truſted 
with her own affairs. | 

Scan. Is that your diſcretion ? truſt a woman with her 
ſelf? h 

Tat. You ſay true, I beg your pardon;——T'll bring all 
off ——It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, that 
a perſon of your ladyſhip's wit and gallantry, could have 
ſo long receiv'd the paſſionate addreſſes of the accom- 
pliſh'd Valentine, and yet remain inſenſible; therefore 
you will pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his merit, 
with your ladyſhip's good judgment, I form'd the bal - 
lance of a reciprocal affection. 

Val. O the devil, what damn'd coſtive poet has given 
thee this leſſon of fuſtian to get by rote? 

Ang. I dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own 
And Mr. Tattle only judges of the ſucceſs of others from 
the eſſects of his own merit. For certainly Mr. Tattle 
was never deny'd any thing in his life. 

Tat. O Lord! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral times. 

Ang. I ſwear I don't think *tis poſſible. 

Tat. Yes, I vow and {wear I have: Lord, Madam, I'm 
the moſt unfortunate man in the world, and the moſt 
cruelly us'd by the ladies. 
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Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

Tat. No, I hope not — tis as much ingratitude to own 
ſome favours, as to conceal others, 

Val. There, now it's out. 

Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thought you had 
never ask'd any thing, but what a lady might modeſtly 
grant, and you confeſs. 

Scan. So faith, your buſineſs is done here; now you 
may go brag ſomewhere clſc. 

Tat. Brag! O heav'ns! Why, did I name any body? 

Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your power ; but 
you wou'd if you could, no doubt on't. 

Tat. Not in my power, Madam! What does your lady- 
ſhip mean, that I have no woman's reputation in my 
power? 

Scan. Oons, why you won't own it, will you? 

[ Aſide. 

Tat. Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no more I 
have, as I hope to be ſav'd ; I never had it in my power 
to ſay any thing to a lady's prejudice in my life — For 
as I was telling you, Madam, I have been the moſt un- 
ſucceſsful creature living, in things of that nature: and 
never had the good fortune to be truſted once with a la- 

dy's ſecret, not once. 


Ang. No. 
Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 
Scan. And I'll anſwer for him; for Um ſure if he had, 


he wou'd have told me; I find, Madam, you don't know 
Mr. Tattk. | 

Tat. No indeed, Madam; you don't know me at 
all, I find. For ſure my intimate friends wou'd have 


known 
Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, if you had 


been truſted, 
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Tat. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put —Nevcr 
have told particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have 
talk'd as of a third perſon or have introdu- 
ced an amour of my own, in converſation, by way of 
novel: but never have explain'd particulars. 

An. But whence comes the reputation of Mr. Tattle's 
ſecreſie, if he was never truſted ? 

Scan. Why thence it ariſes ——— The thing is pro- 
verbially ſpoken; but may be apply'd to him As if 
we ſhould ſay in general terms, he only is ſecret who 
never was truſted; a ſatyrical proverb upon our ſex — 
There's another upon your's — As ſhe is chaſte, 
Who was never ask'd the queſtion. That's all. 

Val. A couple of very civil proverbs, truly: ?Tis hard 
to tell whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the more o- 
bliged to you. For you found her virtue upon the back- 
wardneſs of the men; and his ſecreſie upon the miſtruſt 
of the women, 

Tat. Gad, it's very true, Madam; I think we are obli- 
ged to acquit ourſelves- And for my part - But 
your Lady ſhip is to ſpeak firſt 


Ang. Am I? Well, I freely confeſs J have reſiſted a 
great deal of temptation. 


Tat. And i'gad, I have given ſome temptation that has 
not been reſilted. 


Val. Good. 


Ang. I cite Valentine here, to declare to the court, how 
fruitleſs he has found his endeavours, and to confeſs all 
his ſollicitations and my denials, 


Val. I am ready to plcad, not guilty, for you; and 
guilty, for myſelf. 


Scan. So, Why this is fair, here's demonſtration with a 
witneſs. | | | 


Tat. Well, my witneſſes are not preſent — But I con- 
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But as the 
favours are numberleſs, ſo the perſons are nameleſs, 

Scan. Pooh, this proves nothing. | 

Tat. No? I can ſhew letters, lockets, pictures and rings; 
and if there be occaſion for witneſſes, I can ſummon the 
raids at the Chocolate-houſes,all the porters at Pall-Mall 
and Covent- Garden, the door-keepers at the play-houſe, 
the drawers at Locket's, Pontack's, the Rummer, Spring- 
Garden, my own landlady and valet de chambre; all 
who mall make oath, that I receive more letters than the 
ſecretary's office; and that I have more vizor-masks to 
enquire for me, than ever went to ſee the hermaphrodite, 
or the naked prince. And it is notorious, that in a coun- 
try church, once, an enquiry being made, wha J was, it 
was anſwered, I was the famous Tattle, who had ruined 
ſo many women. | 

Val. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the nick-name of 
the Great-Turk. 

Tat. True; I was call'd Turk-Tattle all over the pa- 
Tiſh The next Sunday all the old women kept their 
daughters at home, and the parſon had not half his con- 
gregation, He would have brought me into the ſpiritual 
court, but J was reveng'd upon him, for he had a hand- 
ſome daughter whom I initiated into the ſcience. But I 
repented it afterwards, for it was talk'd of in town 
and a lady of quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a raging 
fit of jealouſie, came down in her coach and fix horſes, 
and expos'd herſelf upon my account; Gad I was ſorry 


for it with all my heart You know whom I mean 
You know where we raffi'd 


Scan. Mum, Tattle. 
Val. Sdeath, are you not aſham'd ? 
Arg. O barbarous! I neyer heard ſo inſolent a piece of 
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vanity Fie, Mr. Tattle—— I'll ſwear I could no: 
have believ'd it——is this your ſecreſie! 

Tat. Gad fo, the heat of my ſtory carry'd me beyond 
my diſcretion, as the heat of the lady's paſſion hurry'd her 
beyond her reputation — But I hope you don't know 
whom I mean; for there were a great many ladies rafii<d 
Pox on't, now could I bite off my tongue. 

Scan. No, don't; for then you'll tell us no more 
Come, I'll recommend a ſong to you upon the hint of my 
two proverbs, and I fee one in the next room that will 
ling it. Goes to the door. 

Tat. For heav'ns ſake, if you do gueſs, IE nothing ; 
Gad, I'm very unfortunate. 

Scan. Pray ſing the firſt ſong in the laſt new play. 


N - &. 
Set by Mr. John Eccles. 
I. 


A Nymph and a ſwain to Apollo once pray d- 
The ſwain had been jilted, the nymph been betray'd : 
Their intent was to try if his oracle knew 
E'er a nymph that was chaſte, or a ſwain that was trae. 
II. 
Apollo was mute, and had like have been pos d, 
But ſagely at length he this ſecret diſclus'd: 
He alone won't betray in whom none will confide ; \ 
And the nymph may be chaſte that has never been iry'd, 
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SCENE IV. 


{To them] Sir SAMPSON, Mrs. FRAIL, Miſs Prue, 
and Servant. 


Sir SAMPSON. 
T Ben come? Odſo, my ſon Ben come? Odd, I'm glad 
on't: where is he? I long to {ee him. Now, Mrs. Frail, 
you ſhall ſee my fon Ben Body o'me he's the hopes of 
my family I han*t ſeen him theſe three years — 


I warrant he's grown——Call him in, bid him make haſte 


I'm ready to cry for joy. 
Mrs. Frail. Now Miſs you ſhall ſee your husband. 
Miſs Prue. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my husband. 
[Aſide to Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. Huſh: Well he ſhan't, leave that to me — 
I'll beckon Mr. Tattle to us. 

Ang. Won't you ſtay and (ce your brother? 

Val. We are the twin-ſtars, and cannot ſhine in one 
ſphere; when he riſes I muſt ſet ——— Beſides, if I ſhould 
ſay, I don't know but my father in good nature may 
preſs me to the immediate ſigning the deed of conveyance 
of my eſtate; and I'll defer it as long as I can — Well, 
you'll come to a reſolution. - 

Ang. I can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I ſhall 
never have one. | 

Scan. Come, Valentine, I'II go with you; I've ſome- 
thing in my head to communicate to you. 
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SCENE V. 


ANGELICA, Sir SaMPsON, TaTTLE, Mrs. FRAIL, 
Miſs PRux. 


Sir SAMPSON. 


HAT, is my ſon Valentine gone? What, is he 
ſneak'd off, and would not ſee his brother? there's 
an unnatural whelp! there's an ill-natur'd dog! what, 
were you here too, Madam, and could not keep him 
Cou'd neither love, nor duty, nor natural affection oblige 
him? Odsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay to him ; he 
is not worth your conſideration, The rogue has not a 
drachm of generous love About him: all intereſt, all inter- 
eſt; he's an undone ſcoundrel, and courts your eſtate : bo- 
dy o' me, he does not care a doit for your perſon. 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampſon ; for if e- 
ver I cou'd have lik'd any thing in him, it ſhould have 
been his eſtate too: but ſince that's gone, the bait's off, 
and the naked hook appears. 

Sir Sam. Odsbud, well ſpoken; and you are a wiſer 
woman than I thought you were: for moſt young women 
now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked hook. 

Ang. 1f 1 marry, Sir Sampſon, I'm for a good eftate 
with any man,and for any man with a good eſtate : there- 
fore if I were obliged to make a choice, 1 declare I'd ra- 
ther have you than your ſon. 

Sir Sam. Faith and troth you're a wiſe woman, and 
I'm glad to hear you ſay ſo; I was afraid you were in 
love with the reprobate; odd, was ſorry for you with all 
my heart : hang him, mungrel; caſt him off; you ſhall 
{ee the rogue ſhew himſelf, and make love to ſome deſpon- 
ding Cadua of fourſcore for ſuſtenance, Odd, I love to ſee 
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2 young ſpendthrift forc'd to cling to an old woman for 
ſupport, like ivy round a dead oak: faith I do; I love to 
ſce 'em hug and cotton together, like down upon a 
thiſtle. 
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SCENE VI. 


[To them] BEX LEGEND, and Servant. 


BEN. 


HERE's father ? 
Serv. There, Sir ; his back's towards you. 
Sir Sam. My ſon Ben! bleſs thee, my dear boy; body 
o'me, thou art heartily welcome. 
Ben. Thank you, father, andYm glad to ſee you. 
Sir Sam. Odsbud, and I'm glad to fee thee : kiſs me 
boy, kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [Kiſſes him. 

Ben. So, fo, enough, father ———— Meſs, I'd rather kiſs 
theſe gentlewomen. 

Sir Sam. And ſo thou ſhait——Mrs. Angelica, my ſon 
Ben. 

Ben. Forſooth if you pleaſe — [ Salutes her.] Nay Miſ- 
treſs, I'm not for dropping anchor here; about ſhip i 
faith Kiſſes Frail.] Nay, and you too, my little cock- 
boat ſo [Kiſſes Miſs. 

Tat. Sir, you're welcome a-ſhoar. _ . 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend. | 

Sir Sam. Thou haſt been many a weary league, Ben, 
ſince I ſaw thee. 

Ben. Ey, ey, been! been far enough, and that be all 
Well father, and how do all at home? how does brother 


Dick, and brother Val ? 
Sir Sam. Dick! body o'me, Dick has been dead theſe 
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two years; I writ you word, when you were at Leg- 
horn. 

Ben. Meſs, that's true : Marry I had forgot. Dick's 
dead, as you ſay —— Well, and how ? I have a many 
queſtions to ask you; well, you ben't marry'd again, fa- 
ther, be you ? 

Sir Sam. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would 
not marry for thy ſake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignific ?!—— an you marry 
again —— Why then, I'Il go to ſea again, ſo there's one 
for t'other, an that be all Pray don't let me be your 
hindrance, e'en marry a God's name an the wind fit that 
way. As for my part, may-hap I have no mind to 
marry. 

Mrs. Frail. That wodid be pity, ſuch a handſome 
young gentleman. 

Ben. Handſome ! he, he, he, nay forſooth, an you be 
for joking, I'll joke with you, for I love my jeſt, an the 
ſhip were ſinking, as we ſayn at ſea. But I'll tell you 
why I don't much ſtand towards matrimony. I love to 
roam about from port to port, and from land to land: I 
could never abide to be port-bound, as we call it: Now 
a man that is marry'd, has as it were, d'ye ſee, his feet 
in the Bilboes, and may-hap mayn't get em out again 
when he wou'd. | 

Sir Sam. Ben's a wag. 

Ben. A man that's marry'd, d'ye ſee, is no more like 
another man, than a gally-ſlave is like one of us free 
failors, he is chain'd to an oar all his life ; and may-hap 
forc'd to tug a leaky veſſel into the bargain. 

Sir Sam. A very wag, Ben'sa very wag ; only alittle 
rough, he wants a little poliſhing. 

Mrs. Frail. Not at all; I like his humour mightily, it's 
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plain and honeſt. I ſhou'd like ſuch a humour in a huſ- 


band extreamly. 
Ben. Sa y'n you fo forſooth ? marry and I ſhou'd like 


| ſuch a handſome gentlewoman for a bed-fcllow hugely ; 


how fay you, Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to ſea ? 
Meſs, you're 2 tight veſſel, and well rigg'd, an you were 
but as well mann'd. 

Mrs. Frail. I ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were maſ- 
ter of me, 

Ben. But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to ſea in 
a high wind, or that lady Lou mayn't carry 
ſo much ail o' your head -— Top and top-gallant, 
by the Meſs. 

Mrs. Frail. No, why ſo? 

Ben. Why an you do, you may run the risk to be o- 
ver- ſet: and then you'll carry your keels above water, 
he, he, he. f 

Ang. I ſwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verrieſt wag in na- 
ture; an abſolute fea-wit. 

Sir Sam. Nay, Ben has parts, but as I told you before, 
they want a little poliſhing: You muſt not take any thing 
ill, Madam, 

Ben. No, I hope the gentlewoman is not angry; I mean 
all in good part: for if I give a jeſt, I'll take a jeſt : and 
fo forſooth, you may be as free with me. 

Ang. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended ; »—- 
But methinks, Sir Sampſon, you ſhould leave him alone 
with his miſtreſs. Mr. Tattle, we muſt not hinder lo- 

Vers. 

Tat. Well, Miſs, I have your promiſe. | 

[Afide to Miſs. 

Sir Sam. Body o'me, Madam, you ſay true : — Look 
you, Ben; this is your Miſtreis, — — Come Miſs, you 
muſt not be ſhame-tac'd, we'i leave you together. 
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Miſs Prue. I can't abide to be left alone, mayn't my 
couſin ſtay with me? 

Sir Sam. No, no, Come, let's away. 

Ben. Look you, father, may-hap the young woman 
mayn't take a liking to me. 

Sir Sam. I warrant thee boy; come, come, we'll be 
gone; VII venture that. 


SCENE VII. 
Bex, and Miſs PRUE. 


BEN. 


OM E Miſtrefs, will you pleaſe to fit down? for an 
you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple to- 
gether, — Come, I'll haul a chair; there, an you pleaſe 
to ſit, TI fit by you. 

Miſs Prue. You need not ſit ſo near one. If you have a- 
ny thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 

Ben. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb; I 
can be heard as far as another, I'll heave off, to 
pleaſe you. [Sits farther off.] An we were a league aſun- 
der, I'd undertake to hold diſcourſe with you, an 'twere 
not a main high wind indeed, and full in my teeth. Look 
you forſooth, I am as it were bound for the land of matri- 
mony ; *tis a voyage, d'ye ſee, that was none of my ſeek- 
ing, I was commanded by father, and if you like of it, 
mayhap I may ſteer into your harbour. How ſay you, 
Miſtreſs ? the ſhort of the thing is, that if you like me, 
and I like you, we may chance to ſwing in a hammock 
together. 

Miſs Prue, I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I 
don't care to ſpeak with you at all. 
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Ben. No? I'm ſorry for that. But pray why are 
you ſo ſcornful? | | 

Miſs Prue, As long as one mult not ſpeak one's mind, 
one had better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't 
tell a lie for the matter. 

Ben. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a folly to lie: 
tor to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary way; 
is as it were, to look one way, and to row another. Now, 
for my part d'ye ſee, I'm for carrying things above board, 
I'm not for keeping any thing under hatches, {o 
that if you ben't as willing as I, ſay ſo a God's name, 
there's no harm done: may-hap you may be ſhame- ſac'd, 
ſome maidens tho'f they love a man well enough, yet they 
don't care to tell'n ſo to's face: if that's the caſe, why ſi- 
lence gives conſent. 

Mifs Prue. But I'm ſure it is not ſo, for II! ſpeak ſoon- 
er than you ſhould believe that; and Þ'11 ſpeak truth, tho? 
one ſhould always tell a lie to a man; and I don't care, 
let my father do what he will, Vin too big to be whipt ; 
ſo I'll tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at 
all, nor never will, that's more: {o, there's your an- 
{wer for you; and don't trouble me no more, you ugly 
thing. 

Ben. Look you, young woman, you may learn to give 
good words however. I ſpoke you fair, d'ye ſee, and ci- 
vil As for your love, or your liking, I don't value 
it of a rope's end and mayhap I like you as little 
as you do me: What I ſaid was in obedience to 
father; Gad I fear a whipping no more than you do. But 
I tell you one thing, if you ſhould give ſuch language at 
ſea, you'd have a cat o'nine tails laid croſs your ſhoulders, 
Fleſh! who are you? you heard t'other handſome young 
woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her own accord: whate- 
ver you think of yourſelf, Go I don't think you are apy 
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more to compare to her, than a can of ſmall-beer to a 
bowl of punch. 

Miſs Prue. Well, and there's a handſome gentleman, 
and a fine gentleman, and a ſweet gentleman, that was 
here, that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you 
ſpeak to me, any more, he'll thraſh your jacket for you, 
he will, you great ſea-calf. 

Ben. What, do you mean that fair-weather ſpark tha: 
was here juſt now? will he thraſh my jacket? — Let'n— 
let'n——But an he comes near me, mayhap I may giv'n, 
a ſalt cel for's ſupper, for all that. What does father mean, 
to leave me alone, as ſoon I come home, with ſuch 5 
dirty dowdy. Sea-calf? I an't calf enough to lick 
your chalk'd face, you cheeſe.curd you. ——Marry thec! 
Oons I'll marry a Lapland witch as ſoon, and live upon 

{clling contrary winds, and wreck'd veſſels. 

Miſs Prue. I won't be call'd names, nor I won't be a 
bus'd thus, ſo I won't. If I were a man —— [Cie. 
you durſt not talk at this rate - No you 
durſt not, you ſtinking tar- barrel, 


— 


SCENE VIII. 


[To them] Mrs. FoxesiGHT and Mrs. FRAIL, 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


HEY havequarrell'd, juſt as we cou'd wiſh. 

Ben. Tar-barrel? Let your ſweet-heart there ca! 

me ſo, if he'll take your part, your Tom Eſſence, and 1˙ 

ſay ſomething to him; Gad I'll lace his musk-doublet for 

him, I'll make him ſtink, he ſhall ſmell more like a wea- 
{el than a Civet-cat, afore I ha? done with en. 


Mrs, Fore, Bleſs me! what's the matter, Miſs > What, 
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does ſhe cry ———— Mr. Benjamin, what have you done 
to her? | 

Ben. Let her cry: the more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe'll-— 
ſhe has been gathering foul weather in her mouth, and 
now i rains out at her eyes. 

Mrs, Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with me, and tel 
me, poor child. 

Mrs. Frail. Lord, what ſhall we do? there's my bro- 
ther Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you 
take Miſs down into the parlour, and I'll carry Mr. Ben- 
jamin into my chamber, for they muſt not know that 
they are ſall'n out ,—— Come, Sir, will you venture your- 
ſelf with me? Looting kindly on him. 

Ben. Venture ? Meſs, and that I will, tho? *twere to {cn 
in a ſtorm, 


SCENE IX. 


Sir SAMPSON and FORESIGHT. 


Sir SAMPSON. 


Left em together here; what, are they gone? Ben's 

a brisk boy: he has got her into a corner, Father's 
own ſon, faith, he'll touzle her, and mouzle her: the 
rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from ſea ; if he ſhould not ſtay 
for ſaying grace, old Foreſight, but fall to without the 
help of a parſon, ha? Odd if he ſhou'd I cou'd not be an- 
gry with him; *twould be but like me, A chip of the old 
black, Ha! thou'rt melancholick, old Prognoſtication; as 
melancholick as if thou hadſt ſpilt the ſalt, or pair'd thy 
nails on à Sunday: ——— Come, cheer up, look about 
thee: look up, old ſtar-gazer. Now is he poring 
upon the ground for a crooked pin, ox an old horſe-nai“ 


With the head towards him. 
S I 
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Fiore. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the wedding to-morrow 
morning. 

Sir Sam. With all my heart. 

Fore. At ten a clock, punctually at ten. 

Sir Sam. To a minute, to a ſecond; thou ſhalt ſet thy 
watch, and the bridegroom ſhall obſerve its motions; they 
ſhall be marry'd to a minute, go to bed to a minute; and 
when the alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep time like the fi- 
_ gures of St. Dunſtan's clock, and conſummatum eſt ſhall ring 
all over the pariſh—— 


SCENE X. 


[To them] SCANDAL, 


SCANDAL», 
81 R Sampſon, ſad news. 
Fore. Bleſs us! 

Sir Sam. Why, what's the matter ? 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and 
him, and all of us, more than any thing elſe? 

Sir Sam. Body o'me, I don't know any univerſal griey- 
ance,but a new tax, or the loſs of the Canary fleet. Unleſs 
Popery ſhou'd be landed in the Weſt, or the French fleet 
were at anchor at Blackwall. 

Scan. No? undoubtedly, Mr. Foreſight knew all this, 
and might have prevented it. 

Fore. Tis no earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor whirlwind. But we don't know 
what it may come to. But it has had a conſequence 
already that touches us all. a 

Sir Sam. Why, body o'me, out with it. 

Scan, Something has appear'd to your ſon Valentine — 
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— He's gone to bed upon't, and very ill He 
ſpeaks little, yet he ſays he has a world to ſay. Asks for 
his father and the wiſe Foreſight; talks of Raymond Lul- 
ly, and the ghoſt of Lilly. He has ſecrets to impart, I 
ſuppoſe, to you two. I can get nothing out of him but 
ſighs. He deſires he may ſee you in the morning, but 
would not be diſturb'd to night, becauſe he has ſome bu- 
fineſs todo in a dream. 

Sir Sam, Hoity toity, what have I to do with his 
dreams, or his divination Body o'me, this is a trick 
to defer ſigning the conveyance. I warrant the devil 
will tell him in a dream, that he muſt not part with his 
eſtate. But I'll bring him a parſon to tell him that the de- 
vil's a liar—Or, if that won't do, I'll bring a lawyer that 
ſhall out- lie the devil. And ſo I'll try whether my black 
guard, or his, ſhall get the better of the day; 


SCENE XI. 


SCANDAL, FORESICHT. 


SCANDAL, 


Las, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right —— 
You are a wiſe man, and a conſcientious man; a 
ſearcher into obſcurity and futurity; and if you commit 
an error, it is with a great deal of conſideration, and dit- 
cretion, and cauticn — 

Fore. Ah, good Mr. Scandal — 

Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter you — 
But Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty; I'm afraid 
he is not ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Foreſight ——— He has 
been wicked, and heav'n grant he may mean well in his 
affair with you * my mind gives me, theſe things 
3 
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cannot be wholly inſignificant. You are wiſe, and ſhou'd 
not be over reach'd, methinks you ſhou'd not 

Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal, Humanum eſt errare. 

Scan. You ſay true, man will err; mere man will err 

| but you are ſomething more —— There have 
been wiſe men ; but they were ſuch as you men 
who conſulted the ſtars, and were obſervers of omens —— 
Solomon was wiſe, but how? by his judgment in aſtrolo- 
gy So ſays Pineda in his third book and eighth 
chapter —-— 

Force. You are learn'd, Mr. Scandal. ——- 

Scan. A trifier—— but a lover of art —— And the wiſe 
men of the eaſt ow'd their inſtruction to a ſtar, which is 
rightly obſerved by Gregory the great in favour of a- 
flralogy : and Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt valu- 
able ſcience, becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to conſider the 
cauſation of cauſes, in the cauſes of things. 

| Fore, I proteſt I honour you, Mr. Scandal —— I did 
not think you had been read in theſe matters ſe young 
men are inclin'd ———— 

Scan. IT thank my ſtars that have inclin'd me — But 
IT fear this marriage and making over this eſtate, this 
transferring of a rightful inheritance, will bring judg- 
ments upon us. I propheſic it, and I wou'd not have the 
fate of Caſſandra, not to be believ'd. Valentine is diſ- 
turb'd, what can be the cauſe of that? and Sir Sampſon js 
hurry*d on by an unuſual violence — I fear he does 
not act wholly from himſelf; methinks he does not look 
as he uſed to do. | 

Fore. He was always of an impetuous nature — But as 
to this marriage I have conſulted the ſtars ; and all ap- 
pearances are proſperous | 

Scan. Come, come, Mr. Foreſight, let not the proſpe& 
of worldly lucre carry you beyond your judgment, nor a- 
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gainſt your conſcience You are not ſatisfied, that 
you att juſtly. 

Fore, How! 

Scan. Lou are not ſatisfy'd, I ſay ———  T am loth 
to diſcourage you But if is palpable that you are 
not ſatisfy'd. 

Fore. How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think I am 
very well fatisfy*'d. - 

Scan. Either you ſuſfer yourſelf to deceive yourſelf; or 
you do not know yourſelf. 

Fore. Pray explain youiſelf. 

Scan. Do you ileep well o'nights? 

Fore, Very well. 

Scan. Are you certain? You do not look ſo. 

Fore, I am in health, I think. 

Scan, So was Valentine this morning; and look'd juſt 
ſo, 

Fore. How! am J altered any way? I don't perceive 
it, 

Scan. That may be, but your beard is longer than it 
was two hours ago. 

Fore. Indeed! bleſs me. 


— a * 2 


* 


SCENE XII. 


[To them] Mrs. FoRESIGHT. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


Usband, will you go to bed? It's ten a clock, Mir, 
Scandal, your ſervant. 
Scan. Pox on her, ſhe has interrupted my deſign 
but I muſt work her into the projet, ——— You keep 
early hours, Madam, NETS 
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Mrs. Fore. Mr. Foreſight is punctual; we fit up after 
him. 

vre. My dear, pray lend me your glaſs, your little 

looking-glaſs. 

Scan. Pray lend it him, Madam, Pl! tell you the 
reaſon [ She gives him the glaſs : Scandal and ſhe whiſper.) My 
paſſion for you is grown ſo violent that I am no 
longer maſter of myſelf —-—- I was interrupted in the 
morning, when you had charity enough to give me your 
attention, and I had hopes of finding another opportuni- 
ty of explaining myſelf to you but was diſap- 
pointed all this day; and the uneaſineſs that has attended 
me ever ſince, brings me now hither at this unſea ſonable 
hour. 

Mrs. Fore. Was there ever ſuch impudence, to make 
love to me before my husband's face? I'II ſwear I'll tell 
him. 

Scan. Do, I'll die a martyr, rather than diſclaim my 
paſſion. But come a little farther this way, and T'll tell 
you what project I had to get him out of the way; that 
I might have an opportunity of waiting upon you. 

| [1Vhiſper. 
[Foreſight looking in the glaſs. 

Fore, I do not ſee any revolution here; methinks 
J look with a ſerene and benign aſpet pale, a little 
pale—but the roſes of theſe checks have been gathered 
many years; ——— ha! I do not like that fudden fluſhing 
Gone already! —— hem, hem, hem! faintiſh. my 

heart is pretty good; yet it beats; and my pulſes, ha! — 
I have none —-—mercy on me — - hum Yes, here 
they are Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gal- 
lop, hey! whither will they hurry me? — —— Now 
they're gone again —— And now I'm faint again; and 
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pale again, and hem! and my hem! breath, hew? 
grows ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 

Scan. It takes, purſue it in the name of love and plea- 
ſure. 

Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Foreſight? 

Fore. Hum, not ſo well as I thought I was. Lend me 
your hand. 

Scan. Look you there now —— Your lady fays, your 
ſleep has been unquiet of late. 

Fore. Very likely. 

Mrs. Fore. O mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to tell 
him fo . He has been ſubject to talking and ſtar. 
ting. 

Scan. And did not uſe to be ſo? 

Mrs. Fore, Never, never, 'till within theſe three nights; 
I cannot ſay, that he has once broken my reſt, ſince we 
have been marry'd. | 

Fore. I will go to bed. 

Scan. Do ſo, Mr. Foreſight, and ſay your prayers —— 
He looks better than he did. 

Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, nurſe! 

Fore. Do you think ſo, Mr, Scandal? 

Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by morning, 
take it in time N 

Fore. I hope ſo, 
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SCENE XIII, 


[To them] NURSE, 


Mrs. FoRESIGHT. 
Ns SE; your maſter is not well, put him to 


Scan. I hope you will be able to ſee Valentine in the 
morning, ——— you had beſt take a little Diacodion and 
Cowſlip water, and lye upon your back; may be you 
may dream. 

Fore. Ithank you, Mr. Scandal; I will Nurſe, let 
me have a watch- light, and lay the crums of comfort by 
We. 

Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 

Fore. And hem, hem! JI am very faint. 

Scan. No, no, you look much better. 

Fore. Do I? And d'ye hear bring me, let me ſec 
Mithin a quarter of twelve hem—he, hem 
— —juſt upon the turning of the tide, bring me the uri- 
nal;——And I hope, neither the Lord of my aſcendant, 
nor the moon will be combuſt; and then I may do well. 

Scan. I hope ſo Leave that to me; I will erect a 
ſcheme; and I hope I ſhall find both Sol and Venus in the 
ſixth houſe. 

Fere. I thank you, Mr. Scandal; indeed that wou'd be 
a great comfort to me. Hem, hem! good night. 
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SCENE XIV. 


SCANDAL, Mrs, FORESIGHT, 


SCANDAL, 


(522 D night, good Mr. Foreſight ;———and I hope 
Mars and Venus will be in con junction; while 
your wife and I are together. 

Mrs. Fore. Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this project? You don't think, that you are ever like to 
ſucceed in your deſign upon me? 

Scan. Yes, Faith I do; I have a better opinion both of 
you and myſelf, than to deſpair. 

Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch a toad 
devil; do you think any woman honeſt ? 

Scan. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt ; they'll cheat a 
little at cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. 

Mrs. Fore. Pſhaw! but virtuous, I mean? 

Scan. Yes, faith, I believe ſome women are virtuous 
too; but *tis as I believe ſome men are valiant, thro? fear 
—— For why ſhou'd a man court danger, or a woman 
ſhun pleaſure? 

Mrs. Fore. O monſtrous! what are conſcience and ho- 
nour ? | . 

Scan. Why, honour is a publick enemy; and conſcience 
a domeſtic thief; and he that would ſecure his pleaſure, 
mult pay a tribute to one, and go halves with Yother. As 
for honour, that you have ſecur'd, for you have pur- 


hark'ee 


chas'd a perpetual opportunity for pleaſure. 


Mrs, Fore. An opportunity for pleaſure? 
Scan, Ay, your husband, a husband is an opportunity 
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for pleaſure, ſo you have taken care of honour, and tis 
the leaſt I can do to take care of conſcience. 

Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think we are free for one ano- 
ther ? 

Scan. Yes faith, I think ſo; I love to ſpeak my mind. 

Mrs. Fore. Why then I'll ſpeak my mind. Now as to 
this affair between you and me. Here you make love to 
me; why, I'Il confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. Your per- 
ſon is well enough, and your underſtanding is not amils, 

Scan. I have no great opinion of myſelf; but I think, 
I'm neither deform'd, nor a fool. 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a villanous character; you 
are a libertine in ſpeech, as well as practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what you would ſay, — you 
think it more dangerous to be ſcen in converſation with 
me, than to allow ſome other men the laſt favour : you 
miſtake; the liberty I take in talking, is purely affected, 
for the ſervice of your ſex. He that firſt cries out ſtop 
thief is often he that has ſtol'n the treaſure. I am a jugler, 
that act by confederacy ; and if you pleaſe, we'll put a 
trick upon the world. 

Mrs. Fore. Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſal jugler, 
— that I'm afraid you have a great many con- 

federates. | 

. Scan. Faith, I'm ſound. 

Mrs. Fore. O, fie Ill ſwear you're impudent. 

Scan. I'll ſwear you're handſom. 

Mrs. Fore, Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, tho? you did not 
think ſo. , 

Scan. And you'd think ſo, tho? I ſhou'd not tell you 
ſo: and now I think we know one another pretty well, 

Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here ? 


ot 


u 


LOVE FOR LOVE, 7! 


SCENE RXV. 


(To them] Mrs. FRA1L and Ben, 


BEN. 


Ms 8, I love to ſpeak my mind — Father has 
nothing to do with me Nay, Ican't ſay that 
neither ; he has ſomething to do with me. But what does 
that ſignifie ? if ſo be, that I ben't minded to be ſteer'd by 
him; 'tis as tho'f he ſhould ſtrive againſt wind and tide. 

Mrs. Frail. Ay, but my dear, we muſt keep it ſecret, 
till the eſtate be ſettled; for you know, marrying with- 
out an eſtate, is like failing in a ſhip without ballaſt, 

Ben. He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all the 
world it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes. 

Mrs. Frail. And tho? I have a good portion; you know 
one wou'd not venture all in one bottom, 

Ben. Why that's true again ; for mayhap one bottom 
may ſpring a leak. You have hit it indeed, Meſs you've 
nick'd the channel. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me after 
all, you'd break my heart. 

Ben. Break your heart? I'd rather the Mary-Gold 
ſhou'd break her cable in a ſtorm, as well as I love her. 
Fleſh, you don't think I'm falſe-hearted, like a landman. 
A ſailor will be honeſt, tho'f mayhap he has never a pen- 
ny of money in his pocket — Mayhap I may not haye 
ſo fair a face, as a citizen or a courtier; but for all that, 
I've as good blood in my veins, and a heart as ſound as a 
bisket. 5 

Mrs. Frail, And will you love me always? 
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Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll ſtick like pitch ; I'II tell 
you that. Come, I'll ſing you a ſong of a ſailor, 

Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my ſiſter, I'll call her to hear 
it. 

Mrs. Fore. Well ; I won't go to bed to my husband to 
night; becauſe I'll retire to my own chamber, and think 
of what you have ſaid. 

Scan. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to 
your chamber door ; and leave you my laſt inſtructions? 
Mrs. Fore. Hold, here's my ſiſter coming towards us. 

Mrs. Frail. If it won't interrupt you, I'Il entertain 
you with a ſong. 

Ben. The ſong was made upon one of our ſhip's-crew's 
wife; our boat-ſwain made the ſong, mayhap you may 


know her, Sir. Before ſhe married, ſhe was call'd Bux- 


om Joan of Deptford. 
Scan. I have heard of her. 


[Ben, ſings, 
11e 


Set by Mr. John Eccles. 


I. 
Soldier, and a ſailor, 
A tinter, and a tailor, 
Had once a doubtful ſtrife, ſir, 
To make a maid a wife, fir, 
Whoſe ngme was Buxom Joan, 
For now the time, was ended, 
When ſpe no more intended 
Jo lick her lips at men, fir, 
Aid gnaw the ſheets in vain, fir, 
And he & nights alone, 
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The ſoldier ſwore like thunder, 
He low'd her more than plunder ; 
And ſhew*'d her many a ſcar, ſir, 
That he had brought from far, ſir, 
With fighting for her ſake, 
The tailor thought to pleaſe ber, 
With off ring her his meaſure, 
The tinker too with mettle, 
Said he could mend ber kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry leak, 


III. 


But while theſe three were prating, 
The ſailor ſlily waiting, 
Thought if it came about, ſir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, fir: 
He then might play his part, 
And juſt &en as he meant, fir, 
To loggerbeads they went, ſir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
A ſhot *twixt wind and water, 
That won this fair maid's heart. 


Ben. If ſome of our crew that came to ſee me, are not 
gone; you ſhall ſee, that we ſailors can dance ſometimes, 
as well as other folks. [Whi/tes.] I warrant that brings 
'em, an they be within hearing. 

Enter Seamen. 
Oh here they be and fiddles along with 'em; come, 
my lads, let's have a round, and I'll make one, { Dance, 
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Ben. We're merry folks, we ſailors, we han't much to 
care for. Thus we live at ſea; eat bisket, and drink flip; 


put on a clean ſhirt once a quarter Come home,and 
lye with our landladies once a year, get rid of a little mo- 
ney; and then put off with the next fair wind. How 
d'ye like us? 

Mrs. Frail. O, you are the happieſt, merrieſt men a- 
live. 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for this 
entertainment. I believe it's late. 

Ben. Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt 
go to bed. For my part, I mean to toſs a can, and re- 
member my ſweet- heart, a-fore I turn in; mayhap I may 
dream of her. 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to bed and 
dream too. 

Scan. Why faith, I have a good lively imagination ; 
and can dream as much to the purpoſe as another, if I ſct 
about it: but dreaming is the poor retreat of a lazy, hope- 
leſs, and imperfect lover; ?tis the laſt glimpſe of love to 
worn out ſinners, and the faint dawning of a bleſsto wiſh- 
ing guls, and growing boys, 


There's nought but willing , waking love that can 
Make bleſt the ripen'd maid and finſh'd man, 


End of the third aft, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
VALENTINE's Lodging. 


SCANDAL and JEREMY. 


SCANDAL. 


EL L, is your maſter ready; does he look madly, 
and talk madly ? 

Fer. Yes, Sir; you need make no great doubt of that; 
he that was ſo near turning poet yeſterday morning, can't 
be much to ſeek in playing the madman to-day. 

Scan. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the rea- 
ſon of his deſign? 

Fer. No, Sir, not yet; — He has a mind to try, whe- 
ther his playing the madman, won't make her play the 
fool, and fall in love with him; or at leaſt own, that ſhe 
has lov'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. 

Scan. I ſaw her take coach juſt now with her maid; 
and think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 

Fer. Like enough, Sir; for 1 told her maid this morn- 
ing, my maſter was run ſtark mad only for love of her 
miſtreſs. I hear a coach flop; if it ſhould be ſhe, Sir, 1 
believe he would not ſee her, till he hears how ſhe takes 
it, 

Scan, Well, Pll try her tis ſhe, here ſhe 
comes, 0 
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SCENE II. 


[To them] ANGELICA with JENNY, 


ANGELICA, 


R. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a novelty, 
to ſee a woman viſit a man at his own lodgings iz 
a morning ? 

Scan. Not upon a Kind occaſion, Madam. But when a 
lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruin'd lover,and make 
manifeſt the cruel triumphs of her beauty; the barbarity 
of it ſomething ſurpriſes me. 

Ang. I don't like raillery from a ſerious face 
tell me what is the matter? 

Fer. No ſtrange matter, Madam ; my maſter's mad, 
that's all: I ſuppoſe your Ladyſhip has thought him ſo a 
great while. 

Aug. How d'ye mean, mad? 

Jer. Why faith, Madam, he's mad for want of his wits, 
Juſt as he was poor for want of money; his head is e'en as 
light as his pockets; and any body that has a mind to 
a bad bargain, can't do better than to beg him for his c- 
ſtate. 

Ang. If you ſpeak truth, your endeavouring at wit is 
very unſeaſonable 

Scan. She's concern'd, and loves him. [Aſide, 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of ſo 
much inhumanity, as not to be concern'd for a man [1 
mult own myſelf oblig'd to —. ——— pray tell me the 
truth, | 

Scan, Faith, Madam, I wiſh telling a lie would mend 
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the matter. But this is no new efic& of an unſucceſsful 
paſſion. 


Ang. [ Aſide} I know not what to think Yet! 
ſhould be vext to have a trick put upon me May I 


not ſee him? 
Scan. I'm afraid the phyſician is not willing you ſhould 
ſee him yet Jeremy, go in and enquire, 


SCENE II. 


SCANDAL, ANGELICA, JENNY. 


ANGELICA, 


H* I ſaw him wink and ſmile——T fancy *tis a trick 

Plltry —— I would diſguite to all the 
world a failing, which I muſt own to you —— I fear 
my happineſs depends upon the recovery of Valentine. 
therefore I conjure you, as you are his friend, and as you 
have compaſſion upon one fearful of affliftion, to tell me 
what Iam to hope for ————- I cannot ſpeak ——-— 
But you may tell me, for you know what I Would 
ask. 

Scan. So this is pretty plain Be not too much 
concerned, Madam; I hope his condition is not deſperate: 
an acknowledgment of love from you, perhaps, may work 
a cure; as the fear of your averſion occaſion'd his diſtem- 
per. : 

Ang. \ Aſide.) Say yon ſo? nay then I'm convinc'd: 
and if I don't play trick for trick, may I never tafte the 
pleaſure of revenge - Acknowledgment of love! T 
find you have miſtaken my compaſſion, and think me 
guilty of a weakneſs I am a ſtranger to. But I have tco 
much ſincerity to 51 and too much charity t© 
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ſuffer him to be deluded with vain hopes. Good-nature 
and humanity oblige me to be concern'd for him; but to 
love is neither in my power nor inclination; and if he 
can't be cur'd without I ſuck the poiſon from his 
wounds, I'm afraid he won't recover his ſenſes till I loſe 
mine. 

Scan, Hey, brave woman, I' faith — Won't you 
ſee him then, if he deſire it? 

Ang. What ſignific a madman's deſires? beſides, *twou'd 
make me uneaſie———— If I don't ſee him, perhaps my 
concern for him may leſſen If I forget him, 'tis no 
more than he has done by himſelf; and now the ſurpriſe 
is over, methinks I am not half ſo ſorry as I was 

Scan. So, faith good-nature works apace; you were 
confe ſſing juſt now an obligation to his love. 

Ang. But I have conſider'd that paſſions are unreaſon- 
able and involuntary; if he loves, he can't help it; and 
if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he can help 
his being a man, or I my. being a woman; or no more 


than I can help my want of inclination to ſtay longer here 


Come, Jenny. 


SCENE IV. 
SCANDAL, JEREMY. 


SCANDAL. 


UM H?———An admirable compoſition, faith, this 
ſame womankind. 
Jer. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? 
Scan, Gone! why ſhe was never here, nor any where 
elſe; nor Idon't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither. 
Jer. Good lack! what's the matter now? are any more 
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of us to be mad? why, Sir, my maſter longs to ſee her; 
and is almoſt mad in good earneit, with the joyful news 
of her being here, 

Scan, We are all under a miſtake — ask no queſtions, 
for I can't reſolve you; but I'll inform your maſter. In 
the mean time, if our project ſucceed no better with his 
father, than it does with his miſtreſs; he may deſcend from 
his exaltation of madneſs into the road of common ſenſe, 
and be content only to be made a fool with other reaſon- 
able people. I hear Sir Sampſon, You know your cue; 
I'll to your maſter, 


SCENE V. 


Irxxux, Sir Saursox LEGEND, with a 
LAWYER. 


Sir SAMPSON. 


DYE ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the paper ſign'd with 
his own hand, 

Buck. Good, Sir. And the conveyance is ready drawn 
in this box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 

Sir Sam. Ready! Body o'me, he muſt be ready. His 
ſham-ſickneſs ſhan't excuſe him O,here's his ſcoun- 
drel, Sirrah, where's your maſter. 

er. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. 

Sir Sam. Gone ! what, he is not dead? 

Fer. No, Sir, not dead. 

Sir Sam. What, is he gone out of Town, run away, 
ha! has he trick'd me? ſpeak, varlet. 

Fer. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an he were but 
as ſound, poor gentleman. He is indeed here, Sir, and not 
here, Sir. 
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Sir Sam. Hey-day, raſcal do you banter me? ſirrah 
d'ye banter me? —— Speak, lirrah, where is he, for 
I will find him. 

Fer. Would you could, Sir; for he has loſt himſelf. 
Indeed, Sir, I have almoſt broke my heart about him -— 
J can't refrain tears when I think of him, Sir: I'm as me- 
lancholy for him as a paſſing-bell, Sir; or a horſe in a 
pound. 

Sir Sam. A pox confound your ſimilitudes, Sir, 
Speak to be underſtood, and tell me in plain terms what 
the mater is with him, or Pl] crack your fool's skull. 

Jer. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the matter with him, 
Sir; his skull's crack'd, poor gentleman ; he's ſtark mad, 
Sir. 

Sir Sam. Mad! 

Buck. What, is he non compos? 

Jer. Quite non compos, Sir. 

Buck, Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he be 
non compos mentis, his act and deed will be of no effect, it 
is not good in law. 

Sir Sam. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, Sir 
Mad! I'll make him find his ſenſes. 

Fer. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; I'll knock at the 
door, 


[Goes to the ſcene, which opens, 


J. 
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SCENE VI. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 
and LAwYER (Valentine upon à couch diſorderly dreſs'd.) 


Sir SAMPSON. 


OW now, what's here to do? 
Val. Ha! Who's that? Harting. 

Scan. For heœav'n's ſake, ſoftly, Sir, and gently ; don't 
provoke him. 

Val. Anſwer me; who is that? and that? 

Sir Sam. Gods bobs, docs he not know me? is he miſ- 
chie vous? T'll ſpeak gently-————- Val, Val, doſt thou 
not know me, boy? not know thy own father, Val! I 
am thy own father, and this honeſt Brief Buckram the 
lawyer. 

Val. It may be ſo- I did not know you — 
the world is full —— There are people that we do know, 
and people that we do not know; and yet the ſun ſhines 
upon all alike There are fathers that have many 
children; and there are children that have many fathers— 
"tis ſtrange ! But I am truth, and come to give the world 
the lie. 

Sir Sam. Body o'me, I know not what to ſay to him. 

Val. Why does that lawyer wear black?. does he 
carry his conſcience withoutſide? —— Lawyer, what 
art thou? doſt thou know me? 

Buck. O Lord, what muſt I ſay ? —— Les, Sir. 

Val. Thou lieſt, for I am truth. Tis hard I cannot get 
a livelyhood amongſt you, 1 have been ſworn out of 
Weſtminſter-hall the firſt day of every term Let me 
ſec No matter how Ws”; But 1'll tell you one 
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thing; it's a queſtion that would puzzle an arithmetician, 
if you ſhould ask him, whether the bible ſaves more ſouls 
in Weſtminſter- Abby, or damns more in Weſtminſter-hall: 
for my part, I am truth, and can't tell; I have very few 
acquaintance. 

Sir Sam. Body o'me, he talks ſenſibly in his madneſs 
has he no intervals? 

Fer. Very ſhort, Sir. 

Buck. Sir, I can do you no ſervice while he's in this 
condition: here's your paper, Sir —— He may do me a 
miſchief if I ſtay —— The conveyance is ready, Sir: If 
he recover his ſenſes. 


SCENE VII. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 


Sir SAMPSON. 
OLD, hold, don't you go yet. 

Scan. You'd better let him go, Sir; and ſend for 
him, if there be occaſion; for I fancy his preſence pro- 
vokes him more, 

Val. Is the lawyer gone? Tis well, then we may drink 
about without going together by the ears heigh ho! 
what a clock is't? my father here! your bleſſing, Sir? 

Sir Sam. He recovers—— Bleſs thee, Val. How 
doſt thou do, boy ? 

Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well ——-T have been a 
little out of order; won't you pleaſe to ſit, Sir? 

Sir Sam. Ay, boy, —— Come, thou ſhalt fit down by 
me. 

Val. Sir, 'tis my duty to wait. 

Sir Sam. No, no, come, come, ſit thee down, honeſt 
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Val. How doſt thou do? let me feel thy pulſe — — Oh, 
pretty well now, Val. Body o'me, I was ſorry to fee 
thee indiſpoſed: but I'm glad thou art better, honeſt 
Val. | 
Val. IT thank you, Sir. 
Scan. Miracle! the monſter grows loving. ¶Aſide. 
Sir Sam. Let me feel thy hand again, Val. It does not 
ſhake I believe thou canſt write, Val: ha, boy? thou 
canſt write thy name, Val?- Jeremy, ſtep and over. 
take Mr. Buckram, bid him make haſte back with the 
conveyance quick. LI whiſper to Jeremy. 


SCENE VIII. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 


SCANDAL. 

H A T ever I ſhould ſuſpeQ ſuch a heathen of any re- 

morſe ! [ Aſide. 

Sir Sam, Do'ſt thou know this paper, Val? I know 
thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform articles. 

[Shews him the paper, but holds it out of his reach. 

Val. Pray let me ſee it, Sir. You hold it ſo far off, 
that I can't tel] whether I know it or no. 

Sir Sam. See it, boy? ay, ay, why thou doſt ſee it — 
tis thy own hand, Vally. Why, let me ſee, I can 
read it as plain as can be: look you here [ Reads.] The 
condition of this obligation Look you, as plain af can 
be, ſoit begins ———— And then at the bottom ——— 
As witneſs my hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great 
letters. Why, *tis as plain as the noſe in one's face: what, 
are my eyes better than thine? I believe I can read it far- 
ther off yet let me ſce [ ftretches his arm as far as he can · 
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Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir ? 

Sir Sam. Let thee hold it, ſay'ſ thou Ay, with: 
all my heart——— What matter is it who holds it? What 
need any body hold it ? PII put it up in my pocket, 
Val; and then no body need hold it. [Puts the paper in his 
pocket.] There Val: it's ſafe enough, boy But thou 
ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet thy hand to another 
paper, little Val. i 


SCENE IX. 


[To them] JeREMY with BUCKRAM. 


VALENTINE. 
AT, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, ?tis 
the lawyer with an itching palm; and he's come 
to be ſcratch'd My nails are not long enough 
Let me have a pair of red-hot tongs, quickly, quickly, 
and you ſhall ſee me act St. Dunſtan, and lead the devil 
by the noſe. 

Buck, O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture my ſeli 

with a madman, 


SCENE X. 


Sir SAMPSON, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, JEREMY, 
54 
VALENTINE. 
H ha, ha; you need not run ſo ſaſt, honeſty will not 
overtake you — Ha, ha, ha, the rogue found 
me out to be in forma pauperis preſently. 
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Sir Sam. Oons! what a vexation is here! I know not 
what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his way? ——-— Tam 
truth, and can ſet him right Harkee, friend, the ſtrait 
road is the worſt way you can go — He that follows 
his noſe always, will very often be led into a ſtink. Pro- 
batum eſt. But what are you for? religion or politics? 
There's a couple of topics for you, no more like one 
another than oil and vinegar ; and yet thoſe two beaten 
together by a ſtate-cook, make ſauce for the whole nati- 
ON. | 
Sir Sam. What the devil had I to do, ever to beget ſons? 
Why did I ever marry ? 

Val. Becauſe thou wert a monſter; old boy : The two 
greateſt monſters in the world, are a man and a woman: 
What's thy opinion ? 

Sir Sam. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two monſterg 
join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a man and his 
wife. 

Val. A ha! Old True-penny, ſay'ſt thou ſo? thou 
haſt nick'd it ——— hut it's wonderful ſtrange, Je- 
remy. 

Jer. What is, Sir? 

Val. That gray hairs ſhould cover a green head and 
I make a fool of my father. What's here? Erra Pater: 
or a bcarded Sybil? if prophecy comes, truth muſt give 
place, 


- 
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SCENE XL 


Sir SAMPSON, SCANDAL, FoRESIGHT, Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
Mrs. FRAIL. 


FORESIGHT. 


W* AT ſays he? What, did he propheſie? ha, Sir 
Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we ? 

Sir Sam. Are we? a pox o'your prognoſtication 
Why, we are fools as we us'd to be Oons, that you 
cou'd not foreſece, that the moon wou'd predominate, and 
my ſon be mad — Where's your oppoſitions, your trines, 
and your quadrates? ——— What did your Cardan and 
your Ptolomee tell you? Your Meſſahalah and your Lon- 
gomontanus, your harmony of Chiromancy with Aſtrolo- 
gy. Ah! pox on't, that I that know the world, and men 
and manners, that don't believe a ſyllable in the sky and 
ſtars, and ſun and almanacks, and traſh, ſhould be direc- 
ted by a dreamer, an omen-hunter, and defer buſineſs in 
expectation of a lucky hour: when, body o'me, there 
never was a lucky hour after the firſt opportunity. 


SCENE XII. 


SCANDAL, FoRESIGHT, Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
Mrs. FRAIL, 


FORESIGHT. 


A Sir Sampſon, hea v'n help your head This is 


none of your lucky hour; nemo omnibus horis ſapit 


$ is 
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What, is he gone, and in contempt of ſcience ! Ill ſtars, 
and unconvertible ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You muſt excuſe his paſſion, Mr. Foreſight ; for 
he has been heartily vexed ——His ſon is non compos men- 
tis, and thereby incapable of making any conveyance in 
law: ſo that all his meaſurcs are diſappointed. 

Fore. Ha! ſay you fo? 

Mrs. Frail. What, has my ſea- lover loſt his anchor of 
hope then ? [Aſide to Mrs. Foreſight. 

Mrs. Fore. O ſiſter, what will you do with him ? 

Mrs. Frail. Do with him! ſend him to ſea again in 
the next foul weather Hes us'd to an inconſtant ele- 
ment, and won't be ſurpriz'd to ſee the tide turn'd, 

Fore, Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this? 

[ Conſiders. 

Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething elſe, 
that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating 
to his own fortune. [ Ajide to Mrs. Foreſight, 

Mrs. Fore. What do you mean? I don't underſtand 

ou. 

Scan. Huſh, ſoftly —— the pleaſures of laſt night, my 
dear, too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. 

Mrs. Fore. Laſt night! and what would your impu- 
dence infer from laſt night? laſt night was like the night 
before, I think. 

Scan. *$death, do you make no difference between me 
and your husband? 

Mrs. Fore. Not much, 
you are mad, in my opinion. 

Scan. You make me mad —— You are not ſerious -—- 
Pray recolle& yourſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I remember, you were very 
impertinent and impudent, -—— and would have come 
to bed to me, 


he's ſuperſtitious ; and 
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Scan. And did not ? 

Mrs. Fore. Did not! with what face can you ask the 
queſtion ? 

Scan. This I have hear'd of before, but never believed. 
I have been told, ſhe had that admirable quality of for- 
getting to a man's face in the morning, that ſhe had lain 
with him all night, and denying that ſhe had done fa- 
vours with more impudence, than ſhe could grant em 
Madam, I'm your humble ſervant, and honour you, —— 
You look pretty well, Mr. Foreſight, How did you 
reſt laſt night ? 

Fore. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with 
broken dreams and diſtracted viſions, that I remember 
little. 

Scan. ——?Twas a very forgetting night. But 
would you not talk with Valentine,perhaps you may un- 
derſtand him; I'm apt to believe, there is ſomething myſ- 
terious in his diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think him 
inſpir'd than mad. 

Fore. You ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, Mr, 
Scandal, truly, I am inclining to your Turkiſh o- 
pinion in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the 
vulgar think mad. Let us go to him. 

Mrs. Frail. Siſter, do you ſtay with them; I'll find out 
my lover, and give him his diſcharge, and come to you, 
O'my conſcience here he comes. 


Out 
Ou. 
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SCENE XII. 


Mrs. FRA1L, BEN, 


BEN. 
LL mad, I think———- Fleſh, I believe all the Ca- 
lentures of the ſea are come aſhore, for my part. 

Mrs. Frail. Mr. Benjamin in choler! 

Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have found 
you,——— Mes, I have had ſuch a hurricane upon your 
account yonder. | 

Mrs. Frail. My account ! pray what's the matter ? 

Ben. Why, father came and found me ſquabbling with 
Fon chitty- ſac'd thing, as he would have me marry, —— 
ſo he ask'd what was the matter. He ask'd in a ſurly 
ſort of a way—— (lt ſeems brother Val. is gone mad, and 
ſo that put'n into a paſſion ; but what did I know that, 
what's that to me ?) So he ask'd in a ſurly fort of 
manner, —— and Gad I anſwer'd ”en as ſurlily. What 
tho'f he be my father, I an't bound prentice to en 
ſo faith I told'n in plain terms, if T were minded to marry, 
I'd marry to pleaſe myſelf, not him : and for the young 
woman that he provided for me, I thought it more 
fitting for her to learn her ſampler, and make dirt-pies, 
than to look after a husband ; for my part I was none of 
her man I had another voyage to make, let him take 
it as he will. 

Mrs. Frail. So then, you intend to go to ſea again? 

Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you—-but I wou'd 
not tell him ſo much So he ſaid he'd make my heart 
ake ; and if ſo be that he could get a woman to his mind, 
he'd marry himſelf, Gad, fays I. an you play the foo! 
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and marry at theſe years, there's more danger of your 
head's aking than my heart. — He was woundy an- 
gry when I gav'n that wipe. — He had'nt a word to 
ſay, and ſo I leſt'n and the green girl together; mayhap 
the bee may bite, and he'll marry her himſelf, with all 
my heart. 

Mrs. Frail. And were you this undutiful and graceleſs 
wretch to your father ? 

Ben. Then why was he graceleſs firſt ?!——IfI am un- 
dutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did not 
get my ſelf. 

Mrs. Frail. O Impiety ! How have I been miſtaken! 
what an inhuman mercileſs creature have I ſet my heart 
upon? O I am happy to have diſcover'd the ſhelves and 
quickſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling face. 

Ben. Hey toſs! What's the matter now? why you ben't 
angry, be you? h 

Mrs. Frail. O ſee me no more, — — for thou wert born 
among rocks, ſuckl'd by whales, cradled in a tempeſt, 
and whiſtled to by winds; and thou art come forth with 
fins and ſcales, and three rows of teeth, a moſt outragious 
fiſh of prey. | 

Ben. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor young woman, 
love has turn'd her ſenſes, her brain is quite overſet. Well. 
a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet her to rights? 

Mrs Frail. No, no, I am not mad, monſter, I am wiſe 
enough to find you out. Hadſt thou the impudence to 
aſpire at being a husband with that ſtubborn and diſo- 
bedient temper ? — — You that know not how to ſubmit 
to a father, preſume to have a ſufficient ſtock of duty to 
undergo a wife? I ſhould ha ve been finely fobb'd indeed, 
very finely fobb'd. 

Ben. Harkee forſooth; if ſo be that you are in your 
right ſenſes, d'ye ſee; for ought as I perceive I am like 
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to be finely fobb'd if I have got anger here upon 
your account, and you are tack'd about already. — 
What d'ye mean, aſter all your fair ſpeeches, and ſtroak- 
ing my checks, and kiſſing and hugging, what wou'd you 
ſheer off ſo? wou'd you, and leave me aground ? 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go which 
way you will, 

Ben. What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

Mrs. Frail. Only the wind's chang'd. 

Ben. More ſhame for you, the wind's chang'd! 
It's an ill wind blows no body good, 
mayhap I have a good riddance on you, if theſe be your 
tricks, what did n mean all this while, to make 
a fool of me? 

Mrs. Frail. Any fool, but a husband. 

Ben. Husband? Gad I would not be your husband, if 
you wou'd have me, now I know your mind; tho'f you 
had your weight in gold and jewels, and tho'f I lov'd 
you never ſo well. 

Mrs. Frail, Why, can'ſt thou love, Perpuſſe? 

Ben. No matter what I can do; don't call names —— 
I don't love you ſo well as to he that, whatever I did 
I'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, Miſtreſs: Let 
them marry you, as don't know you: — Gad I 
know you too well, by ſad experience; I believe he that 
marries you will go to ſea in a hen-peck'd frigat — 
I believe that, young woman and mayhap may come 
to an anchor at Cuckolds-point; ſo there's a daſh for yoy, 
take it as you will; may-hap you may holla after me 
when I won't come too. 

Mrs. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt on't, —— 

My true love is gone to ſea— [Sengs, 


X 


LOVE FOR LOVE, 


SCENE XIV. 


Mrs. FRAIL, and Mrs, FORESIGHT, 


Mrs. FRAIL. 


Siſter, had you come a minute ſooner, you would 

have ſeen the reſolution of a lover, — Honeſt Tarr 
and I are parted ; — and with the ſame indifference that 
we met: — O'my life J am half vex'd at the inſenſibility 
of a brute that I deſpis'd. 

Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it moſt heroically? 

Mrs. Frail. Moſt tyrannically,— for you ſee he 
has got the ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken maid am 
left complaining on the ſhoar. But I'll tell you a hint 
that he has given me; Sir Sampſon is inraged, and talks 
deſperately of committing matrimony himſelf, 
If he has a mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it 
more effectually than upon me, if we could bring it a- 
bout. 

Mrs. Fore. O hang him old fox, he's too cunning, be- 
ſides he hates both you and me. But I have a projec 
in my head for you, and I have gone a good way towards 
it. I have almoſt made a bargain with Jeremy, Valen- 
tine's man, to ſell his maſter to us. 

Mrs. Frail. Sell him, how? 

Mrs Fore. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Jeremy ſays will take any body for her that 
he impoſes on him. -- — Now I have promiſed him 
mountains, if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to 
him in her ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and put 
to bed together; and after conſummation, girl, there's no 
revoking, And if he ſhould recover his ſenſes, he*11 be 
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glad at leaſt to make you a good ſettlement ——— Here 


they come, ſtand aſide a little, and tell me how you like 
the deſign. 


SCENE XV. 


Mrs, FoxtsicHT, Mrs. FRAIL, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 
FORESIGHT and JEREMY, 


SCANDAL, 
ND have you given your maſter a hint of their plot 
upon him ? [To Jeremy. 
Jer. Yes, Sir; he ſays hel favour it, and miſtake her 
for Angclica. 

Scan. It may make us ſport, 

Fore. Mercy on us! 

Val. Huſht —— interrupt me not —— Pl] whiſper 
prediction to thee, and thou ſhalt propheſie; I am 
truth, and can teach thy tongue a new trick, —— I have 
told thee what's paſt, Now I'll tell what's to come; 
—PDoſt thou know what will happen to-morrow? 
—— — — — an{wcr me not — — for I will tell thee. 
To-morrow knaves will thrive thro? craft, and fools thro? 
fortune : and honeſty will go as it did, froſt- nipt in a 
ſummer ſuit. Ask me queltions concerning to- morrow-w. . 

Scan. Ask him, Mr. Foreſight. 

Fore. Pray what will be done at court? . 

Val. Scandal will tell you; ——— 1 am truth, I never 
come there, 

Fore. la the city? 

Val. Oh, prayers will be ſaid in empty churches, at the 
uſual hours. Yet you will ſce ſuch zealous faces behind 
counters, as if religion were to be {old in every op. Oh 
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things will go methodically in the city, the clocks will 
ſtrike twelve at noon, and the horn'd herd buz in the Ex- 
change at two. Husbands and wives will drive diſtinct 
trades, and care and pleaſure ſeparately occupy the fami- 
ly. Coffec-houſes will be full of ſmoa k and ſtratagem, 
And the cropt prentice that {weeps his maſter's ſhop in the 
morning, may ten to one dirty his ſheets before night. 
But there are two things that you will fee very ſtrange; 
which are wanton wives With their legs at liberty, and 
tame cuckolds with chains about their necks. But hold, 
I muſt examine you before I go further ; you look ſuſpi- 
ciouſly. Are you a husband? 

Fore. I am married. 

Val. Poor creature! is your wife of Covent-Garden pa- 
Tiſh ? 7 

Fore. No; St. Martin's in the fields, 

Val. Alas; poor man! his eyes are ſunk, and his hands 
ſhrivelld; his legs dwindled, and his back bow'd: pray, 
pray, for a metamorphoſis —— change thy ſhape, and 
ſhake off age; get thee Medea's kettle, and be boil'd a. 
new; come forth with lab'ring callous hands, a chin of 
ſteel, and Atlas's ſhoulders. Let Taliacotius trim the calyes 
of twenty chairmen, and make thee pedeſtals to ſtand e- 
rect upon, and look matrimony in the face. Ha, ha, ha! 
that a man ſhould have a ſtomach to a wedding ſupper, 
when the pidgeons ought rather to be laid to his feet! ha, 
ha, ha, 8 

Fore. His frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan. I believe it is a ſpring tide. 

Fore, Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe matters 
Mr. Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with you 
about theſe things which he has utter'd, — His ſayings 
are very myſterious and hieroglyphical. 
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Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my eyes 
ſo long? 

Fer. She's here, Sir. 

Mrs. Fore. Now, ſiſter. 

Mrs, Frail. O Lord, what muſt I ſay? 

Scan. Humour him, Madam, by all means. 

Val. Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her ſhe comes, like 
riches, health and liberty at once, to a deſpairing, ſtarving 
and abandon'd wretch. 

Oh welcome, welcome, 

Mrs. Frail. How d'ye Sir? can I ſerve you? 

Val. Harkee; J have a ſecret to tell you —— — 
Endymion and the moon ſhall meet us upon mount Lat- 
mos, and we'll be marry'd in the dead of aight. 
But ſay not a word, Hymen ſhall put his torch into a 
dark lanthorn, that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give 
her Peacock poppy-water, that he may fold his ogling 
tail, and Argus's hundred eyes be ſhut, ha? no body ſhall 
know, but Jeremy. 

Mrs. Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret; it ſhall be 
done preſently. 

Val. The ſooner the better Jeremy, come hither 
cloſer that none may over-hear us; — 
Jeremy, I can tell you news; Angelica is turn'd nun; and 
Iam turning fryar, and yet we'll marry one another in 
ſpite of the Pope —— Get me a coul and beads, that I 
may play my part, ——— For ſhe'll meet me two hours 
hence in black and white, and a long veil to covgr the 
project, and we won't ſee one another's faces, till we have 
done ſomething to be aſham'd of; and then we'll bluff 
once for all, 
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SCENE XVI. 


[To them] TATTLE and ANGELICA, 


JEREMY. 


| Kong take care, and 
Val. Whiſper. 

Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make love to me, you 
ſpoil my deſign; for I intend to make you my confident. 

Tat. But, Madam, to throw away your perſon, ſuch 
a perſon! and ſuch a fortune, on a madman! 

Ang. I never lov'd him till he was mad; but don't tel} 
any body ſo. 

Scan. How's this! Tattle making love to Angelica ? 

Tat. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me — I have 
much ado to tell your Ladyſhip, how long I have been 
in Jove with you but cncourag'd by the impoſſibility 
of Valentine's making any more addreſſes to you, I have 
ventur'd to declare the very inmoſt paſſion of my heart. 
Oh, Madam, look upon us both. There you ſee the ru. 
ins of a poor decay'd creature——Here, a compleat lively 
figure, with youth and health, and all his five ſenſes in 
perfection, Madam; and to all this, the molt paſſionate lo- 
ver 

Ang. O fie for ſhame, hold your tongue: a paſſionate 
lover, and five ſenſes in perfe&tion! when you are as mad 
as Valentine, I' believe you love me, and the maddeſt 
ſhall take me, | 

Val. It is enough, Ha! who's here? 

Mrs, Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all. 

[To Jeremy. 

Jer. No, no, Madam, he won't know her; if he ſhou'd, 

I can perſuade him, 
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Val. Scandal, who are theſe? foreigners? If they are, 
I'm tell you what I think get away all the company 
but Angelica, that I may diſcoyer my deſign to her. 

[WWhiſper. 

Scan. T Will I have diſcover'd ſomething of 
Tattle, that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts An- 
gelica ; if we could contrive to couple 'em together — 
Hark'ee [1 hiſper. 

Mrs, Fore, He won't know you, couſin; he knows no 
body. 

Fore. But he knows more than any body, -———— Oh 
niece, he knows things paſt and to come, and all the pro- 
found ſecrets of time. 

Tat. Look you, Mr. Foreſight, it is not my way to 
make many words of matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much,—- 
but in ſhort, d'ye fee, I will hold you a hundred pound 
now, that I know more ſecrets than he. 

Fore. How! I cannot read that knowledge in your face, 
Mr. Tattle Pray, what do you know ? 

Tat. Why, &'ye think I'll tell you, Sir! read it in my 
ſace? No, Sir, 'tis written in my heart; and ſafer there, 
Sir, than letters writ in juice of lemon, for no fire can 
fetch it out. I am no blab, Sir. 

Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it, he may eaſily bring it a- 
bout. They are welcome, and I'Il tell em ſo my- 
ſelf. [To Scandal.] What, do you look ſtrange upon me? — 
Then I muſt be plain. [Coming up to them.] I am truth, and 
hate an old acquaintance with a new face. 

[Scandal goes aſide with Jefemy. 
Tat. Do you know me, Valentine ? 

Val. You? who are you? No, 1 hope not. 

Tat. T am Jack Tattle, your friend. 

Val. My friend! what to do? I am no married man, 
and thou canſt not lie with my wife : Tam very poor, and 
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thou canſt not borrow money of me: then what employ- 
ment have I for a friend ? 

Tat. Hah! a good open ſpeaker, and not to be truſted 
with a ſecret. 

Ang. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. Oh very well. 

Ang. Who am I? 

Val. You're a woman, One to whom heav'n gave 

beauty, when it grafted roſes on a briar. You are the re- 

flection of heav'n in a pond, and he that leaps at you is 
ſunk. You are all white, a ſheet of lovely ſpotleſs paper, 
when you firſt are born; but you are to be ſcrawl'd and 
blotted by every gooſe's quill. I know you; for I lov'd 
a woman, and lov'd her ſo long, that I found out a 


ſtrange thing: I found out what a woman was good 


for. 

Tat. Ay, pr'ythee, what's that? 

Val. Why, to keep a ſecret, 

Tat. O Lord! 

Val. O exceeding good to keep a ſecret: for tho? ſhe 
ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be beliey'd, | 

Tat. Hah! good again, faith. 

Val. I would have muſic-—— Sing me the ſong that 


8:0 . 
Set by Mr. Finger, 


J. 
tell thee, Char mion, could I time retrieve, 


And could again begin to love and li ve, 


To you I. ſhould my earlieſt off 'ring give; 
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* T know, my eyes would lead my heart to you, 
And I ſpould all my vows and oaths renew ; 
4 But to be plain, Inever would be true. 


II. 


For by our weak and weary truth, I find, 

Love hates to center in a point aſſign'd ; 

But runs with joy the circle of the mind. 
Then never let us chain what ſhou'd be free, 
But for relief of either ſex agree : 

Since women love to change, and ſo do we. 


WS. - #7 --> 


No more, for I am melancholy. [Walks muſing. 

Fer. PII do't, Sir. 

Scan. Mr. Foreſight, we had beſt leave him. He may 
grow outragious, and do miſchief. | 

Fore. I will be directed by you. 

Fer. [to Mrs. Frail.] You'll meet, Madam; 
take care every thing ſhall be ready. 

Mrs. Frail. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt; in ſhort, I 
will deny thee nothing. 
t Tat. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [To Angelica, 

Ang. No, I'll ſtay with him Mr. Scandal will 
protect me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle deſires you would give 
him leave to wait on you, | 

Tat. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has ſaid 
that Madam, will you do me the honour ? K 
Mrs. Fore, Mr. Tattle might have us'd leſs ceremo- 


ny. 
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SCENE XVII. 


ANGELICA, VALENTINE, SCANDAL, 


SCANDAL. 
Eremy, follow Tattle. 
Arg. Mr Scandal, I only ſtay *till my maid comes, 
and becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. 

Scan. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a bet- 
ter reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tattle: for his im- 
pertinence forc'd you to acknowledge a kindneſs for Va- 
lentine, which you deny'd to all his ſufferings and my 
ſollicitations. So I'll leave him to make uſe of the diſco- 
very; and your Ladyſhip to the ſree conſeſſion of your 
inclinations. 

Ang. Oh heav'ns! you won't leave me alone with a 
madman? 

Scan. No, Madam; I only leave a madman to his re- 
medy, 


SCENE XVIII. 


ANGELICA, VALENTINE. 


VALENTINE. 
Me, you need not be very much afraid, ſor I 
fancy I begin to come to myſelf. 
Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hang'd. 


[ Aſide, 
Val. You ſee what diſguiſes love makes us put on; Gods 
have been in counterſeited ſhapes for the ſame reaſon; 


I 
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ds 
n; 


LOVE FOR LOVE, 3 
and the divine part of me, my mind, has worn this maſque 
of madneſs, and this motly livery, only as the ſlave of 
love, and menial creature of your beauty. 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor Valentine. 

Val. Nay faith, now let us underſtand one another, hy- 
pocriſie apart The comedy draws toward an end, 
and let us think of leaving afting, and be ourſelyes; and 
ſince you have lov'd me, you mult own, I have at length 
deſerv'd you ſhow'd confeſs it. 

Ang. ſighs. I would I had loy'd you for Heay'a 
knows I pity you; and could I have foreſeen the bad ef- 
ſects, I would have ſtri ven; but that's too late, {Sighs. 

Val. What ſad effects? — What's too late? My ſeem- 
ing madneſs has deceiv'd my father, and procur'd me time 
to think of means to reconcile me to him, and preſerye 
the right of my inheritance to his eſtate ; which otherwiſe, 
by articles, I muſt this morning have reſign'd: and this 
J had inform'd you of to day, but you were gone, before 
I knew you had been here. 

Ang. How! I thought your love of me had caus'd this 
tranſport in your ſoul ; which,it ſeems, you only counter- 
feited for mercenary ends, and ſordid intereſt. 

Val. Nay, now you do me wrong; for ifany intereſt 
was conſidered, it was yours; ſince I thought I wanted 
more than love, to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary But how am 
I deluded by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon with a mad- 
man ? a 

Val. Oh, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer, 
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SCENE XIX. 


[To them] Jeremy. 


ANGELICA. 


H here's a reaſonable creature———- ſure he will no: 

have the impudence to perſevere—— Come, Jerem y. 

acknowledge your trick, and confeſs your maſter's mad- 
neſs counterfeit. 

Jer. Counterfeit, Madam! Ill maintain him to be as 
abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any freeholder in 
Bethlehem; nay, he's as mad as any projector, fanatic, 
chymiſt, lover, or poet in Europe. 

Val. Sirrah, you lie; Iam not mad. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha! you ſee he denies it, 

Jer. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know any madma:; 
mad enough to own it? 

Val. Sot, can't you apprehend? 

Ang. Why he talk'd very ſenſibly juſt now. 

Fer. Yes, Madam; he has intervals: but you ſee he 
begins to look wild again now. 

Val. Why you thick-skull'd raſcal, I tell you the farce 
is done, and I'll be mad no longer. [Beats him. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha! is he mad or no, Jeremy? 

Fer. Partly, I think ——— for he does not know his 
own mind two hours I'm ſure I left him juſt 
now in the humour to be mad: and I think I have not 
found him very quict at this preſent. Who's there ? 

One knocks. 

Val. Go ſee, you fot. I'm very glad that I can move 
your mirth, tho? not your compaſſion. 

Ang I did not think you had apprehenſion enough 
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to be exceptious: but madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by 
over-pretending to a ſound underſtanding; as drunken 
men do by over- acting ſobriety; I was half inclining to 
believe you, *till I accidentally touch'd upon your tender 
part: but now you have reſtor'd me to my former opini- 
on and compaſſion. 

Fer. Sir, your father has ſent to know if you are any 
better yet — Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or 
how? 

Val. Stupidity ! You know the penalty of all I'm worth 
muſt pay for the confeſſion of my lenſes ; I'm mad, and 
will be mad to every body but this lady. 

Jer. So Juſt the very backſide of truth. 
But lying is a figure in ſpeech, that interlards the greateſt 
part of my converſation Madam, your Ladyſhip's 
woman. 


SCENE XX. 
VALENTINE, ANGELICA, JENNY, 


ANGELICA, 


WE LL, have you been there? — Come hi- 


ther. 
Jen. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon you 


preſently. [Aſide to Angelica. 
Val. You are not leaving me in this uncertainty? 
Ang. Would any thing, but a madman, complain of 
uncertainty? uncertainty and expettation are the joys of 
life. Security is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking 
and poſſeſſing of a wiſh, diſcovers the folly gf the chaſe. 
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Never let us know one another better; for the pleaſure of 
a maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew our faces; 
but I' tell you two things before I leave you; Iam not 
the fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't 
know it. 


SCENE XXI. 
VALENTINE, JEREMY. 


VALENTINE, 


F* O M a riddle, you can expect nothing but a riddle, 
There's my inſtruction, and the moral of my leſ- 
ſon. 


Ter. What, is the lady gone again, Sir? I hope you 
underſtood one another before ſhe went? 


Val. Underſtood! She is harder to be underſtood than a 
piece of Aegyptian antiquity, or an Iriſh manuſcript; you 
may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and not improve your 
knowledge. 

Jer. I have heard 'em ſay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew 
books backwards; may be you begin to read at the wrong 
end. 

Val. They ſay ſo of a witch's prayer; and dreams and 
Duteh almanacks are to be underſtood by contraries. 
But there's regularity and method in that; ſhe is a medal 
without a reverſe or inſcription, for indifference has both 
ſides alike. Yet while ſhe does not ſeem to hate me, I 
will purſue her, and know her if it be poſſible, in ſpight 
of the opinion of my ſatvrical friend, Scandal, who ſays, 

That women are like tricks by ſlight of hand, 

Which, to admire, we ſhould not underſtand, 


End of the fourth aft, 
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not Aer V. SCENE. I. 
A Room in FortsicnT's Houſe, 


ANGELICA, JENNY, 


ANGELICA. 


HERE is Sir Sampſon? did you not tell me, he would 
be here before me ? | 
le, Jen. He's at the great glaſs in the dining-room, Ma- 
WA dam, ſetting his cravat and wig. 
Ang. How! I'm glad on't If he has a mind 1 
ſhould like him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more 


ou 
than half my deſign. 

1 Jen. I hear him, Madam. 

ou Ang. Leave me; and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhou'd 

END come, or ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with, 

ew 

ng SCENE II. 

nd ANGELICA, Sir SAMPSON, 

2 Sir SAMPSON. 

„th Have not been honour'd with the commands of a fair 

= lady, a great while odd, Madam, you have 

bt reviv'd me Not ſince I was five and thirty. 25 

55 Ang. Why, you have no great reaſon to complain, Sir 


Sampſon, that is not long ago. 
Sir Sam. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great while : 
to a man that admires a fine woman, as much as I do, 
Ang. You're an abſolute courtier, Sir Sampſon, 
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Sir Sam. Not at all, Madam: ods-bud you wrong me; I 
am not ſo old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a man 
of words : odd, I have warm blood about me yet, and 
can ſerve a lady any way Come, come, let me tell 
you, you women think a man old too ſoon, faith and 
troth you do Come, don't deſpiſe fifty ; odd, fi- 
ty in a hale conſtitution, is no ſuch contemptible age. 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible age! not at all: a very faſhi- 
onable age I think I aſſure you, I know very 
conſiderable beaus, that ſet a good face upon fifty. Fif- 
ty! I have ſeen fifty in a ſide- box by candle-light, out- 
bloſſom five and twenty. 

Sir Sam. Outſides, outſides; a pize take *em, meer out- 
ſides: hang your ſide-box beaus; no, I'm none of thoſe, 
none of your forc'd trees, that pretend to bloſſom in the 
fall; and bud when they ſhould bring forth fruit: I am 
of a long-liv'd race, and inherit vigour: none of my an- 
ceſtors marry'd ' till fifty ; yet they begot ſons and daugh- 
ters 'till ſourſcore: I am of your patriarchs, I, a branch 
of one of your Antideluvian families, fellows that the 
flood could not waſh away. Well, Madam, what are 
your commands? has any young rogue affronted you, and 
ſhall I cut his throat? or | 

Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no quarrel upon my 
hands -I have more occaſion for your conduct than 
your courage at this time. To tell you the truth, Pm wea- 
ry of living ſingle, and want a husband. 

Sir Sam. Odsbud, and 'tis pity you ſhould —— — Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then I ſhou'd hamper my young 
rogues : Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd; faith and troth ſhe's de- 
viliſh handſome. [ 4fide.] Madam, you deſerve a good huſ- 
band, and *twere pity you ſhould be thrown away upon 
any of theſe young idle rogues about the town. Odd, 
there's ne'er a young fellow worth hanging, —— that is 
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a very young fellow——— Pize on em, they never think 
beſorehand of any thing; and if they commit ma- 
trimony, tis as they commit murder; out of a frolick : 
and are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the 
law, the next morning: —<—£AD_— Odſo, have a care, 
Madam. 

Ang. Therefore I ask your advice, Sir Sampſon: T have 
fortune enough to make any man eaſie that I can like; if 
there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable man, with 
a reaſonable ſtock of good nature and ſenſe — For I 
would neither have an abſolute wit, nor a fool. 

Sir Sam. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to find 
a young fellow that is neither a wit in his own eye, nor 
a fool in the eye of the world, is a very hard task. But, 


faith and troth, you ſpeak very diſcreetly ; for I hate 


both a wit and a fool. 

Ang. She that marries a fool, Sir Sampſon, forfeits the re- 
putation of her honeſty or underſtanding:and ſhe that mar- 
ries a very witty man is a ſlave to the ſeverity and inſo- 


lent conduct of her husband. I ſhould like a man of wit 


for a lover, becauſe T would have ſuch an one in my 
power: but I would no more be his wife, than his enemy. 


For his malice is not a more terrible conſequence of his a- 


verſion, than his jealouſie is of his love. 

Sir Sam. None of old Foreſight's Sybils ever utter'd 
ſuch a truth. Odsbud, you have won my heart: I hate 
a wit; J had a ſon that was ſpoil'd among 'em; a good 
hopeful lad, till he learn'd to be a wit And might 
have riſen in the ſtate But, a pox on't, his wit run 
him out of his money, and now his poverty has run him 
out of his wits. 

Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your friend, I muſt tell you, you 
are very much abus'd in that matter; he's no more mad 
than you are, 


* 
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Sir Fam. How, Madam! Wou'd I cou'd prove it. 

Ang. I can tell you how that may be done —— Bur it 
is a thing that would make me appear to be too much con- 
cern'd in your affairs. | 

Sir Sam. Odsbud, I believe ſhe likes me Aſide. ] 
Ah, Madam, all my affairs are ſcarce worthy to 
be laid at your feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in a 
better poſture, that I might make a more becoming offer 
toa lady of your incomparable beauty and merit. 
If I had Peru in one hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the 
Eaſtern Empire under my feet; it would make me only a 
more glorious victim to be offer'd at the ſhrine of your 
beauty. 

Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the matter? 

Sir Sam, Odd, Madam, I love you And if you 
would take my advice in a husband 

Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon. TI ask'd your advice 
for a husband, and you are giving me your conſent —— 
— I was indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in 
jeſt, to ſatisfie you about Valentine: for if a match were 
ſeemingly carried on, between you and me, it would o- 
blige him to throw off his diſguiſe of madneſs, in appre- 
henſion of loſing me: for you know he has long pretend- 
cd a paſſion for me. 

Sir Sam. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious contrivance 
If we were to go through with it. But why muſt the 
match only be ſeemingly carried on?: Odd, let it be a 
real contract. 

Ang. O fie, Sir Sampſon, what would the world ſay? 

Sir Sam. Say! they would ſay, you were a wiſe wo- 


man, and I a happy man. Odd, Madam, T'll love you as 


long as I live; and leave you a good jointure when I die. 
Ang. Ay; but that is not in your power, Sir Sampſon; 


t 
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for when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in bis ſenſes, he muſt 
make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 

Sir Sam. Odd, you're cunning, a wary baggage! faith 
and troth 1 like you the better But, I warrant you, 
I have a proviſo in the obligation in favour of myſelf — 
-——Body o'me, I have a trick to turn the ſettlement upon 
the iſſue male of our two bodies begotten, Odsbud, let 
us find children, and 1'11 find an eftate! 

Ang. Will you? Well, do you find the eſtate, and leave 
the other to me 

Sir Sam. O rogue! But I'll truſt you. And will you 
conſent? Is it a match then ? 

Ang. Let me conſult my lawyer concerning this obli- 
gation; and if I find what you propoſe practicable; [ll 
give you my anſwer, 

Sir Sam. With all my heart ; —— Come in with me, 
and I'll lend you the bond You ſhall conſult your 
lawyer, and I'll conſult a parſon: Odzooks I'm a young 
man: Odzooks I'm a young man, and T'll make it ap- 
pear —— Odd, you're deviliſh handſome: faith and troth, 
you're very handſome, and I'm very young, and very 
luſty ———- Odsbud, huſſy, you know how to chuſe, 
and ſo do I; ——— Odd, I think we are very well met 
— Give me your hand, odd, let me kiſs it; *tis as warm 
and as foſt—— as what? ———Odd, as t'other hand 
give me t'other hand, and I'll mumble 'em, and kiſs em 
*till they melt in my mouth. 

Ang. Hold, Sir Sampſon ——— You're profuſe of your 
vigour before your time : you'll ſpend your eſtate before 
you come to it. 

Sir Sam. No, no, only give you a rent-roll of my poſ- 
ſeſſions— Ab! baggage —— I warrant you for little 


Sampſon ; Odd, Sawpfon's a very good name for an able 
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fellow: your Sampſons were ſtrong dogs from the begin- 
ning. 

Ang. Have a care, and don't over- act your part —— 
If you remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the name, pul- 
led an old houſe over his head at laſt. 


Sir Sam. Say you ſo, huſſy?—— Come, let's go then; 


odd, I long to be pulling too, come away 
here's ſome body coming. 


Odſo, 


SCENE III. 
TATTLE, JEREMY. 


TATTLE. 

S not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 

Jer. Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the place of appoint. 
ment. Ah, Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe in 
this buſineſs, you'll certainly be the death of a perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary paſſion for your Honour's 
ſervice, | 

Tat. Ay, who's that? 

Fer. Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir Sir, I have had 
an appetite to be fed with your commands a great while; 
And now, Sir, my former maſter, having much trou- 
bled the fountain of his underſtanding; it is a very plau- 
ſible occaſion for me to quench my thirſt at the ſpring of 
your bounty—— I thought I could not recommend my- 
ſelf better to you, Sir, than by the delivery of a great 
beauty and fortune into your arms, whom I have heard 
you ſigh for. 

Tat. I'll make thy fortune; ſay no more— Thou art a 
pretty fellow, and canſt carry a meſlage to a lady, ina 
pretty ſoft kind of phraſe, and with a good perſuading ac- 


cent. 
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Fer. Sir, I have the ſeeds of rhetoric and oratory in my 
head - have been at Cambridge. 

Tat. Ay; tis well enough for a ſervant to be bred at 
an univerſity: but the education is a little too pedantic 
for a gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your nature, 
private, cloſe, ha ? 

Fer. O Sir, for that, Sir, tis my chief talent; I'm as ſe- 
cret as the head of Nilus. 

Tat. Ay? who's he, tho'? a privy-counſellor? 

Jer. O ignorance! [ Aſide.] A cunning Egyptian, Sir, 
that with his arms would over-run the country, yet no 
body could ever find out his head-quarters, 

Tat. Cloſe dog! A good whoremaſter, I warrant him 
— the time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be veil'd 
like a nun; and I muſt be hooded like a friar; ha, Jere- 
my? 

Jer. Ay, Sir, hooded like a hawk, to ſeize at firſt ſight 
upon the quarry. It is the whim of my maſter's madneſs 
to be ſo dreſs'd; and ſhe is ſo in love with him, ſhe'll 
comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor lady, I'm 
{ure ſhe'Il have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds what 

a happy exchange ſhe has made, between a madman and 
lo accompliſhed a gentleman. 

Tat. Ay faith, ſo ſhe will, Jeremy: you're a good 
friend to her, poor creature——— I ſwear I do it hardly 
ſo much in conſideration of myſelf, as compaſſion to 
her, 

Fer. Tis an act of charity, Sir, to ſave a fine woman 
with thirty thouſand pound, from throwing herſelf a- 
Way. 

Tat. So 'tis, faith I might have ſav'd . o- 
thers in my time, but i' Gad J could never find in my 
heart to marry any body before. 

Fer, Well, Sir, I'll go K. tell her my maſter's coming; 
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and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, with your diſ- 
guiſe, at your own lodgings. You muſt talk a littie 
madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the tone of your voice. 

Tat. No, no, let me alone for a counterfeit; ——— Pl be 
ready for you, 


SCENE IV. 


Tarrirx, Miſs PRUE, 


Miſs Prue. 


Mr. Tattle, are you here! I'm glad T have found 
you; I have been looking up and down for you like 
any thing, ?till I'm as tired as any thing in the world, 

Tat. O pox how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh girl? 

[ Aſide, 

Miß Prue, O I have pure news, I can tell you pure 
news-— — I muſt not marry the ſeaman now — my fa- 
ther ſays ſo Why won't you be my husband? you ſay 
you love me, and you won't be my husband. And I 
know you may be my husband now if you pleaſe, 

Tat. O fie, Miſs: who told you fo, child? 

Miſs Prue, Why, my father I told him that you 
lov'd me. 

Tat. O fie, Miſs, why did you do ſo? and who told 
you fo, child? 

Miſs Prue, Who? Why you did ; did not you? 

Tat. O pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs; that was 4 
great while ago, child. I have been aſleep ſince; ſlept a 
whole night, and did not ſo much as dream of the mat- 
ter. 

Miſs Prue. Pſhaw, O but I dreamt that it was ſo tho?, 

Tat. Ay, but your father will tell you that dreams 
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eome by contraries, child O fie; what, we muſt 
not love one another now— Pſhaw, that would be a 
fooliſh thing indeed—— Fie, fie, you're a woman now, 
and mult think of a new man every morning, and forget 
him every night No, no, to marry is to be a child 
again, and play with the ſame rattle always: O fie, mar- 
rying is a paw thing, 

Miſs Prue. Well, but don't you love me as well as you 
did laſt night then ? 

Tat. No, no, child, you would not have me. 

Miſs Prue. No? Yes, but I would tho”. 

Tat. Pſhaw, but J tell you, you would not You 
forget you're a woman, and don't know your own mind. 

Miſs Prue, But here's my father, and he knows my 
mind, 


SCENE V. 


[To them] ForESIGHT. 


FoRESIGHT. 


Mr. Tattle, your ſervant, you are a cloſe man; but 
methinks your love to my daughter was a ſecret I 
might have been truſted with. - Or had you a mind to 
try if I could diſcover it by my art——hum, ha, I think 
there is ſomething in your phyſiognomy, that has a re- 
ſemblance of her; and the pirl is like me. 
Tat. And ſo you wou'd infer, that you and I are alike 
| What does the old prig mean? I'll banter him, 
and laugh at him, and leave him. [Afide.] I fancy you 
have a wrong notion of faces. 
Fore, How ? What? a wrong notion! How ſo? 


Tat. In the way of art: I have ſome taking features, 
1 4 
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not obvious to vulgar eyes, that are indications of a ſudden 
turn of good fortune, in the lottery of wives; and pro- 
miſe a great beauty and good fortune reſerved alone for 
me, by a private intrigue of deſtiny, kept ſecret from the 
piercing eye of perſpicuity; from all aſtrologers, and the 
itars themſelves. 

Fore. How! I will make it appear, that what you ſay 
is impoſſible. | 

Tat. Sir, I beg your pardon, I'm in haſte 

Fore. For what? 

Tat. To be marry'd, Sir, marry'd. 

Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you, Sir — 


Tat. No, Sir; 'tis to be done privately I neyer 
make confidents. 
Fore. Well; but my conſent, I mean You won't 


marry my daughter without my conſent? 

Tat. Who I, Sir? I'm an abſolute ſtranger to you ang 
your daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Hey day! what time of the moon is this? 

Tat. Very true, Sir, and deſire to continue ſo. I have 
no more love for your daughter, than I have likeneſs of 
you; and I have a ſecret in my heart, which you would 
be glad to Know, and ſhan't know; and yet you ſhall 
know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. I'd ha ve you 
to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the ſtars, and as 
ſecret as the night. And I'm going to be married juſt 
now, yet did not know of it half an hour ago; and the 
lady ſtays for me, and does not know of it yet - 
There's a myſtery for you I know you love to un- 
tie difficulties Or if you can't ſolve this ; ſtay here 
a quaxter of an hour, and III come and explain it to you. 


n 
ly 
1 
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SCENE VI. 


Fokksichr, Miſs PRUE, 


Miſs PRux. 


Father, why will you let him go? Won't you make 
him to be my husband? 

Fore. Mercy on us, what do theſe lunacies portend ? a- 
las! he's mad, child, ſtark wild. 

Miſs Prue. What, and muſt not I have e'er a husband 
then? What, muſt I go to bed to nurſe again, and be a 
child as long as ſhe's an old woman? Indeed but I won't. 
For now my mind is ſet upon a man, I will havea man 
ſome way or other. Oh! methinks I'm ſick when I think 
of a man; and if I can't have one, I wou'd go to ſleep 
all my life: for when I'm awake it makes me wiſh and 
long, and I don't know for what And I'd rather 
be always aſleep, than ſick with thinking. 

Fore. O fearful! I think the girl's influenced too. 
Huſſy, you ſhall have a rod. 

Miſs Prue. A fiddle of a rod, I'll have a husband; and 
if you won't get me one, I'll get one for my ſelf; I'll 
marry our Robin the butler, he ſays he loves me, and 
he's a handſome man, and ſhall be my husband: I war- 


rant he'll be my husband, and thank me too, for he told 
me ſo. 
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SCENE VII. 


(To them] | 
SCANDAL, Mrs. FokesiGHT, and Nuxsx. 


ForESIGHT. 
I'D he ſo I'll diſpatch him for't preſently; 
Rogue! Oh, nurſe, come hither. 

Nurſe. What is your Worſhip's pleaſure ? 

Fore. Here take your young miſtreſs, and lock her up 
preſently, till farther orders from me -——— not 
a word, huſſy — Do what I bid you. No 
reply: away. And bid Robin make ready to give an 


account of his plate and linnen, d'ye hear. Be gone when 
I bid you. 


Mrs. Fore. What's the matter, husband ? 

Fore. Tis not convenient to tell you now — 
Mr. Scandal, Heav'n keep us all in our ſenſes I 
fear there is a contagious frenzy abroad, How does Va- 
lentine ? 

Scan. O, I hope he will do well again I have a 
meſſage from him to your neice Angelica. 

Fore, I think ſhe has not returned, ſince ſhe went a- 
broad with Sit Sampſon, Nurſe, why are you not 
gone? 


wy 
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SCENE VIII. 
FortestGHT, ScanDar, Mrs. Fokxxsiohrr, Bex. 


Mrs. Fores1GHT. 

JERE's Mr. Benjamin, he can tell us if his father be 

come home. 

Ben. Who, Father? ay, he's come home with a ven* 
geance. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the matter? 

Ben. Matter? Why he's mad. 

Fore. Mercy on us! I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſome young woman, ſhe 
as they ſay, brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, I 
think. 

Fore, O my poor neice! my poor neice! is ſhe gone 
too? Well, I ſhall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fore. Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean? 

Ben. Nay, I'Il give you leave to gueſs — Pl) under- 
take to make a voyage to Antegoa No, I may'nt 
ſay ſo neither But I'Il fail as far as Leghorn, and 
back again, before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and do 
nothing elſe ; Meſs, you may take in all the points of the 
compaſs, and not hitright. 

Mrs. Fore, Your experiment will take up a little too 
much time. 

Ben. Why then I'll tell you; there's a new wedding 
upon the ſtocks, and they two are going to be married to 
rights. 

Scan. Who? 

Ben. Why father, and the young woman. I can't 
hit of her name, 
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Scan. Angelica? 

Ben. Ay, the ſame. 

Mrs. Fore. Sir Sampſon and Angelica? impoſſible! 

Ben. That may be————- but I'm ſure it is as I tell 
you. 

Scan. Sdeath, it's a jeſt. I can't believe it. 

Ben. Look you, friend, it's nothing to me, whether 
you believe it or no. What I ſay is true; d'ye ſee, they 
are married, or juſt going to be married, I know not 
which. 

Fore. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not lunatic ? 

Ben. I don't know what you may call madneſs — 
But ſhe's mad for a husband, and he's horn mad, I think, 
or they'd ne er make a match together Here they 
come. 


SCENE IX. 


[To them] Sir Saursox, ANGELICA, BUCKRAM, 


Sir SAMPSON , 


HERE's this old ſoothſayer? this uncle of mine 
ele? a ha, old Foreſight, uncle Forefight, wiſh me 
Joy, uncle Foreſight, double joy, both as uncle and aſtro- 
loger ; here's a conjunction that was not foretold in all 
your Ephemeris The brighteſt ſtar in the blue fir- 
mament is ſhot from above, in a jelly of love, and ſo 
forth; and I'm Lord of the aſcendant. Odd, you're an 
old fellow, Foreſight; uncle I mean, a very old fellow, 
uncle Foreſight; and yet you ſhall live to dance at my 
wedding ; faith and troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll have 
the muſic of the ſpheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will, 
and thou ſhalt lead up a dance in Via Laftea, 


Si1 
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Fore. I'm thunder-ſtruck! you are not married to my 
neice? 

Sir Sam. Not abſolutely marry'd, uncle; but verynear 
it, within a kiſs of the matter, as you ſee. 

[Kiſſes Angelica. 

Ang. Tis very true indeed, uncle; I hope you'll be 
my father, and give me. 

Sir Sam. That he ſhall, or I'll burn his globes 
Body o'me, he ſhall be thy father, I'll make him thy fa- 
ther, and thou ſhalt make me a father, and I'll make thee 
a mother, and we'll beget ſons and daughters enough to 
put the weekly bills out of countenance. 

Scan. Death and Hell! where's Valentine. 


SCENE X. 


Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, FORESIGHT, Mrs. FORESIGHT, 
BEN, BUCKR AM. 


Mrs. FORESIGHT. 


if bs IS is ſo ſurpriſing———— 

Sir Sam. How! What does my aunt ſay? ſurpri- 
ſing, aunt? not at all, for a young couple to make a match 
in winter? not at all It's a plot to undermine cold 
weather; and 1 that uſurper of a bed call'd a war- 
ming- pan. 

Mrs. Fore. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much fire in 
you, Sir Sampſon. 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his fire's little better than tinder; may- 
hap it will only ſerve to light up a match for ſome body 
elſe. The young woman's a handſome young woman, I 
can't deny it : But, father, if I might be your pilot in this 
caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It's juſt the ſame 
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thing, as if ſo be you ſhould ſail fo far as the Straights 
without proviſion. 

Sir Sam. Who gave you authority to ſpeak, firrah? to 
your element, fiſh, be mute, fiſh, and to ſca, rule your 
helm, ſirrah, don't direct me. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own helm, or 
you may'nt keep your new veſſel ſteady. 

Sir m. Why, you impudent tarpaulin! Sirrah, do 
you bring your forecaſtle jeſts upon your father? but I 
ſhall be eyen with you, I won't give you a groat. Mr. 
Buckram, is the conveyance ſo worded, that nothing can 
poſſibly deſcend to this ſcoundrel? I wou'd not ſo much 
as have him have the proſpe& of an eſtate; tho? there 
were no way to come to it, but by the North-Eaſt 
paſſage. 

Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your directions; there 
is not the leaſt cranny of the law unſtopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and 
leak unſtopt in your conſcience———— If ſo be that one 
had a pump to your boſom, I believe we ſhould diſcover 
a foul hold. They ſay a witch will ſail in a ſieve 
But I believe the devil would not venture aboard o' your 
conſcience. And that's for you. 

Sir Sam. Hold your tongue, ſirrah. How now, who's 
here? 


SCENE XI. 


To them] TATTLE and Mrs. F RAIL. 


Mrs. FRAIL, 
» Siſter, the moſt unlucky accident, 
Mrs, Fore, What's the matter? 
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Tat. O, the two moſt unfortunate poor creatures in the 
world weare. 

Fore. Bleſs us! how ſo? 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and 
I are I can't fpeak it out. 

Tat. Nor I———But poor Mrs. Frail and I are 

Mrs. Frail. Marricd. 

Mrs. Fore, Married! How? 

Tat. Suddenly before we knew where we were — 
— that villain Jeremy, by the help of diſguiſes, trickt us 
into one another. 

Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in 
haſte to be married, 

Ang. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the favour to me, 
I thank him. 

Tat. I did, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam; my intenti- 
ons were good But this is the moſt eruel thing, to 
marry one does not know how, nor why, nor wherefore 
The devil take me if ever I was fo much concerned at a- 
ny thing in my life. 

Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one an- 
other. 

Tat. The leaſt in the world That is for my part, 
I ſpeak for myſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt thought 
of ſerious kindneſs I never lik'd any body leſs in my 
life. poor woman! Gad I'm ſorry for her too; for I have 
no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe I mall lead 
her a damn'd ſort of a life, 

Mrs. Fore. He's better than no husband at all — tho? 
he's a coxcomb. [To Frail, 

Mrs. Frail. [to her.] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe =.— 
Nay, for my part I always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of all 


things; nothing but his being my husband could have 
made me like him leſs. 
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Tat. Look you there, I thought as much — Pox on't, 
I wiſh we could keep it ſecret ; why I don't believe any 
of this company would ſpeak of it. 

Mrs. Prail. But, my dear, that's impoſſible; the parſon 
and that rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tat. Ay, my dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time; cuſtom 
will make it eaſie to you. 

Tat. Eaſie! pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to- 
night. 

Sir Sam. Sleep, quotha! No, why you would not ſleep 
o'your wedding-night? I'm an older fellow than you, and 
don't mean to ſleep. 

Ben. Why there's another match now, as tho*fa. couple 
of privateers were looking for a prize, and ſhould fall foul 
of one another. I'm ſorry for the young man with all 
my heart, Look you, friend, if I may adviſe you, when 
ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have experience 
of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. For no matrimo- 
ny is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't drag her 
anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her cable, I can tell 
you that. Who's here? the madman ? 


SCENE TheLof. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, 
Forts1GHT, Mrs. FoRes1GHT, TATTLE, Mrs. FRAIL, 
BEN, JEREMY, BUCKRAM. 


VALENTINE. 
A TO; here's the fool; and if occaſion be, I'll give it un- 
der my hand, 
Sir Sam, How now ? 
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Val. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my errors, and ask 
your pardon. 

Sir Sam. What, have you found your ſenſes at laſt 
then? in good time, Sir. | 

Val. You were abus'd, Sir; I never was diſtracted. 

Fore. How! not mad! Nr. Scandal? 

Scan. No really, Sir; I'm his witneſs, it was all coun- 
terfeit. 

Val. I thought I had reaſons 
contrivance, the effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 

Sir Sam. Contrivance! what, to cheat me? to cheat 
your father! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the father endeavour- 
ed to undo the ſon, it was a reaſonable return of nature. 

Sir Sam. Very good, Sir Mr. Buckram, are you 
ready: Come, Sir, will you ſign and ſeal? 

Val. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this lady 
one queſtion. 

Sir Sam. Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt : that lady? 
No, Sir; you ſhall ask that lady no queſtions, ?till you 
have ask'd her bleſſing, Sir ; that lady is to be my wife. 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I would have it 
from her own mouth, 

Sir Sam. That's as much as to ſay, I lie, Sir, and you 
don't believe what I ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madneſs; I don't know but the frolick may 
go round. 

Sir Sam. Come, chuck, ſatisſie him, anſwer him; —— 
Come, Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Buck. Here it is, Sir, with the deed; all is ready. 

[Val. goes to Ang. 

Ang. *Tts true, you have a great while pretended love 

to me; nay, what if you 2 ſincere? ſtill you muſt par- 


But it was a poor 


* 
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Tat. Look you there, I thought as much — Pox on't, 
I wiſh we could keep it ſecret; why I don't believe any 
of this company would ſpeak of it. 

Mrs. Prail. But, my dear, that's impoſſible; the parſon 
and that rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tat. Ay, my dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time; cuſtom 
will make it eaſie to you. 

Tat. Eaſie! pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to. 
night. 

Sir Sam. Sleep, quotha! No, why you would not ſleep 
o'your wedding-night? I'm an older fellow than you, and 
don't mean to ſleep. 

Ben. Why there's another match now, as tho'fa. couple 
of privateers were looking for a prize, and ſhould fall foul 
of one another. I'm ſorry for the young man with all 
wy heart, Look you, friend, if I may adviſe you, when 
ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have experience 
of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. For no matrimo- 
ny is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't drag her 
anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her cable, I can tell 
you that. Who's here? the madman ? 


SCENE The Lof. 


VALENTINE, SCANDAL, Sir SAMPSON, ANGELICA, 
FoREs1GHT, Mrs. FokesIGHT, TATTLE, Mrs. FRAIL, 
BEN, JEREMY, BUCKRAM. 


VALENTINE. 
O; here's the fool; and if occaſion be, I'll give it un- 
der my hand. 
Sir Sam, How now ? 


Val. 
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Val. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my errors, and ask 
your pardon. 

Sir Sam. What, have you found your ſenſes at laſt 
then? in good time, Sir. 

Val. You were abus'd, Sir; I never was diſtracted. 

Fore. How! not mad! Mir. Scandal? 

Scan, No really, Sir; I'm his witneſs, it was all coun- 
terfeit. 

Val. I thought I had reaſons But it was a poor 
contrivance, the effect has ſhewn it ſuch. 

Sir Sam. Contrivance! what, to cheat me? to cheat 
your father! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the father endeavour- 
ed to undo the ſon, it was a reaſonable return of nature. 

Sir Sam. Very good, Sir Mr. Buckram, are you 
ready ? Come, Sir, will you ſign and ſea]? 

Val. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this lady 
one queſtion. 

Str Sam. Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt : that lady? 
No, Sir; you ſhall ask that lady no queſtions, *till you 
have ask'd her bleſſing, Sir; that lady is to be my wife. 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I would have it 
from her own mouth, 

Sir Sam. That's as much as to ſay, I lie, Sir, and you 
don't believe what I ſay. 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madneſs; I don't know but the frolick may 
go round. 

Sir Sam. Come, chuck, ſatisſie him, anſwer him; — 
Came,Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 

Buck. Here it is, Sir, with the deed; all is ready. 

[Val. goes to Ang. 

Ang. I true, you have a great while pretended love 

to me; nay, what if you 2 ſincere? ſtill you muſt par- 
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don me, if I think my own inclinations have a better right 
to diſpoſe of my perſon, than yours. 

Sir Sam. Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? 

"al. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Sam, Where's your plot, Sir? and your contrivance 
now, Sir? will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you ſign and 
feal ? 

Val. With all my heart, Sir. 

Scan. Sdeath, you are not mad indeed, to ruin your- 
ſeif? 

Val. T have been diſappointed of my only hope; and 
he that loſes hope may part with any thing. I never va- 
ju'd fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my pleaſure; 
and my only pleaſure was to pleaſe this lady: I have made 
many vain attemps, and find at laſt that nothing but my 
ruin can effect it: which, for that reaſon, I will ſign to 
Give me the paper. 

Ang. Generous Valentine! [aſide. 

Buck, Here is the deed, Sir. 

Va!. But where is the bond, by which I am obliged to 
ſign this? 

Buck. Sir Sampſon, you have it. 

Ang. No, I have it; and Pl uſe it, as I would every 
thing that is an enemy to Valentine. [ Tears the Paper. 

Sir Sa. How now! 

Val. Ha! 

Ang. Had I the world to give you, it cou'd not make 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a paſſion: here's 
my hand, my heart was always yours, and ſtruggled very 
hard to make this utmoſt tryal of your virtue. [To Val. 

Val. Between pleaſure and amazement, I am loſt —— 
But on my knees I take the bleſſing. 

Sir Sam. Oons, what is the meaning of this? 
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Ben. Meſs, here's the wind chang'd again. Father, you 
and I may take a voyage together now. 

Ang. Well, Sir Sampſon, ſince J have plaid you a trick, 
I'll adviſe you how you may avoid ſuch another. Learn 
to be a good father, or you'll never get a ſecond wife. I 
always lov'd your fon, and hated your unforgiving na- 
ture. I was reſolved to try him to the utmoſt; I have 
try'd you too, and know you both. You have not more 
faults than he has virtues; and 'tis hardly more plea ſure 
to me, that I can make him and myſelf happy, than that 
I can puniſh you. 

Val. If my happineſs cou'd receive addition, this kind 
furpriſe wou'd make it double. 

Sir Sam. Oons you're a Crocodile. 

Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden eclipſe. 

Sir Sam. You're an illitcrite old fool, and I'm another. 

Tat. If the gentleman is in diſorder for want of a wife, 
I can ſpare him mine. Oh are you there, Sir ? I'm indebr. 
cd to you for my happinels. | [To Jeremy. 

Fer. Sir, Iask you ten thouſand pardons, 'twas an er- 
rant miſtake ———— You ſee, Sir, my maſter was never 
mad, nor any thing like it Then how could it be 
otherwiſe ? 

Val. Tattle, I thank you; you would have interpoſed 
between me and heav'n; but providence laid pur gatory 
in your way You ho but juſtice. 

Scan, I hear the fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for 
his own wedding; methinks *tis pity they ſhould not be 
employ'd when the match is ſo much mended. Valentine, 
tho? it be morning, we may have a dance. 

Val. Any thing, my friend, every thing that looks like 
joy and tranſport. 

Scan. Call 'em, Jeremy. 


Ang. I have done diſſembling now, Valentine; and it 
2 2 
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that coldneſs which I have always worn before you ſhould 
turn to an extreme fondneſs, you muſt not ſuſped᷑ it. 

Val. Pll prevent that ſuſpicion For I intend 
to doat to that immoderate degree, that your fondneſs 
ſhall never diſtinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice of. 
If ever you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when 
I can't love enough. 

Arg. Havea care of promiſes ; you know you are apt 
to run more in debt than you are able to pay. 

Val. Therefore I yield my body as your priſoner, and 
make your beſt on't. 

Scan. The muſic ſtays for you. [Dance. 

Scan. Well, Madam, you have done exemplary juſtice 
in puniſhing an inhuman father, and rewarding a faith- 
ful lover: but there is a third good work, which I, in par- 
ticular, muſt thank you for; I was an infidel to your ſex, 
and you have converted me For now I am convin- 
ced that all women are not like fortune, blind in beſtowing 
favours, either on thoſc who do not merit, or who do not 
want 'em. | 

Ang. Tis anunreaſonable accuſation, that you lay up- 

on our ſex; you tax us with injuitice, only to cover your 
own want of merit. You would all have the reward of 
love; but few have the conſtancy to ſtay ?till it becomes 
your due. Men are generally hypocrites and infidels,they 
pretend to worſhip, but have neither zeal nor ſaith: how 
few, like Valentine, would perſevere even to martyrdom, 
and ſacrifice their intereſt to their conſtancy! in admiring 
me, you miſplace the novelty. 


The miracle to day is, that we find 
A lover true : not that a woman's kind, 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken at the opening of the New-houſe, 
By Mrs, BRACEGIRDLE, 


8 providence at firſt deſign'd this place 
To be the player's refuge in diſtreſs ; 
For ſtill in every ſtorm, they all run hither, 
As to a ſned, that ſhields em from the weather. 
But thinking of this change which laſt befel us, 
It's like what I have heard our poets tell us: 

For when behind our ſcenes their ſuits are pleading, 
To help their love, ſometimes they ſhow their reading; 
And wanting ready caſo to pay for hearts, 

They top their learning on us, and their parts. 
Once of philoſophers they told us ſtories, 

Whom, as I think, they call d Py—Pythagories, 
I'm ſure "tis ſome ſuch Latin name they give em, 
And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
Now to theſe men ( ſay they) ſuch ſouls were giv'n, 
That, after death, n&er went to hell, nor heav'n, 
But liv' d, I know not how, in beaſts; and then 
When many years were paſt, in men again. 
Methinks, we players reſemble ſuch a ſoul ; 

That does from bodies, we from houſes ſtrole. 

Thus Ariſtotle's ſoul, of old that was, 

May now be damn'd to animate an aſs ; 

Or in this very houſe, for ought we know, 

Ts doing painful penance in ſome Beau : 

And thus, our audience, which did once reſort 

To ſvining theatres to ſee our ſport, 

New find us toſi'd into a tennis-court, 


EPILOGUE. 

Theſe walls but other day were fill'd with noiſe 

Of roaring gameſters, and your Damme Boys ; 

Then bounding balls and rackets they encompaſt, 

And now they're fill'd with jeſts, and flights, and bombaſt ! 
I vow, I don't much like this tranſmigration, 

Strolling from place to place, by circulation; 

Grant heav'n, we don't return to our firſt ſtation. 

I know not what theſe think, but for my part, 

I can't reflect without an aking heart, 

How we ſnou'd end in our original, a cart. 

But we can't fear, ſince you're ſo good to ſave us, 

That you have ouly ſet us up, to leave us. 

Thus from the paſt, we hope for future grace, 

Tbeg it 
And ſome here know I have a begging face. 
Then pray continue this your kind behaviour, 
For a clear ſtage won't do, without your favour. 
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